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CHAPTER ONE; 

BOY AND HIS DREAM'' 


CAST: 
order) 

Holo Announcer 

Fode 

Beed 

Jabba the Hutt 
Anakin Sky walker 
'The Dark Man" 
Shmi Skywalker 
Amee 
Watto 

Kitster Banai 


(in chronological 


SOUND/FX 

ROLES: 

Womp Rat 
Jawa 
Pit Droid 
Artoo Detoo 


Wald 


Jira 

Sebulba the Dug 
Captain C J. Thape 
Pit Droid # 1 
Qui-Gon Jinn 
Padme Naberrie 
Jar-Jar Binks 


ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter One: "A Boy 
and his Dream." 



Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Greed and avarice 
became the order of the day among the powerful rulers in 
the Galactic Senate, and the noble institutions that had run 
the affairs of the galaxy for over 25,000 years fell into 
disrepair. Suspicion, fear, and strife rose steadily between 
the million member worlds of the Republic. Even the Jedi 
Knights, a band of mystical warriors 10,000 strong who had 
long championed the causes of peace and justice for all, 
seemed powerless against the tide of decay. 

Sound: The roaring of several sets of turbine-like 
engines in the far distance. Even louder is the roaring of a 
huge crowd. 

NARRATOR: In this time, a young boy named Anakin 
Skywalker was born - a child with humble beginnings. He 
grew up on a barren desert planet called Tatooine, where 
powerful crime lords ruled and his only friends were fellow 
slave children. Every day, he watched as evil beings went 
about their evil work around him. Every night, he dreamed 
of freedom, and a new life for himself and his mother... 

SCENE 1-1 EXTERIOR - MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA 
- DAY 

Sound: A brief electronic jingle plays. 

HOLO ANNOUNCER: You're listening to the Boonta 
Eve Classic qualifying trials, on the Galacticsports 
Hyperchannel! If you want to listen to Fode and Beed in 
Huttese, please press A on your hypertransmitter now. To 
hear Fode in Basic and Beed in Huttese, press B. For both 
Fode and Beed in Basic, press C. 

Sound: A button is pressed. 



HOLO ANNOUNCER: Thank you. And now, here's your 
favorite two-headed Troig announcer, Fode 'n Beed!! 

FODE: Welcome back to the Boonta Eve Classic 
qualifying trials. We're here at the sold-out Mos Espa 
Podrace Arena here on sunny Tatooine, about to begin a 
treacherous competition - a dress rehearsal for next 
month's Boonta Eve Classic, which will no doubt be even 
more spectacular. Right, Beed? 

BEED: Indeed, Fode. Fifty entrants in this year's 
qualifying heat, but only up to twenty will make it to the 
race itself next month. This is a great showcase for those 
who love destruction and bloodshed, as racers often smash 
into rock gorges, canyon walls, or even each other! 

FODE: And with so many racers here, the odds of such 
calamity are through the roof! This is gonna be messy! I 
hope the salvage droids have rested up! (Laughs) 

Sound: The crowd suddenly screams with delight as a 
brassy fanfare plays. 

FODE: That sound can only mean one thing... 

BEED: Here comes our benefactor, the great Jabba the 
Hutt, to open the competition! 

FODE AND BEED: Ahlalalalalalalala!!! 

BEED: Oh, he looks in great shape today, doesn't he? 

FODE: Yes, he looks a full fifty pounds heavier!! When 
you're five feet high and twelve feet wide, and you've got 
the body of a giant slug, every ounce counts! I love how he 
shaves off all his hair- really sets off those feline-like 
orange eyes and those little arms... 

BEED: Oh, he is the very pinnacle of physical perfection! 
For a Hutt, that is. 

FODE: Hush, he's about to speak! 

JABBA: (echoing) [A long Huttese sentence that I have 
no idea how to write.] 



FODE: (translating) Welcome one and all to the Boonta 
Qualifying Race. Today, we watch as these brave beings put 
body and soul on the line. Having bought or handcrafted 
the most powerful land-based jet engines in the galaxy, and 
strapping them by control cables and energy binders to 
small repulsorlift hoverpods, they have proven themselves 
to far above and beyond the average being. Now, the best of 
these elite must emerge as they race at lethal speeds 
through nearly twenty miles of the most treacherous 
landscapes crafted by the forces of nature. Today, they race 
only one lap. In one month, the survivors race three laps. In 
the end, only one will stand supreme as Podrace champion. 
Let the competition begin! 

Sound: The crowd roars. 

BEED: Jabba must not have felt like a long speech this 
year. 

FODE: When you get to be nearly six hundred years old 
like Jabba, events like this start to get boring. Anyway, here 
we go. Engines are revved. Countdown has begun! 

Sound: Distant beeping noise. 

FODE: Four... three... two... one!! GO GO GO!!! 

Sound: Several dozen engines roar into overdrive, 
receding into the distance. The crowd roars. Sound of 
distant explosions and crashing noises. Note: Fode and 
Feed are talking extremely fast during the race. 

BEED: WHOA!! The bloodbath is starting early this year! 
Five crashed pods before they're even past the starting 
line! 

FODE: Just what this crowd came to see! Let's have a 
look, going into the first lap...a strong showing by 
Mawhonic, a Gran from the Hok colony. Following closely 
behind is Wan Sandage of Ord Radama, Mars Guo of Phu, 
and... yes!! The crowd favorite and my favorite, Sebulba the 



Dug from Malastare! The three - time Boonta Champion 
wasting little time establishing himself in this one. 

BEED: The pods are narrowing into nearly single-file as 
they tear into the nasty turns of Waldo Flats at speeds 
approaching six hundred miles an hour! 

EODE: The crowds have turned out in record numbers 
today Nearly 25,000 seats are sold out for today's event. A 
lot of them have showed up to cheer on a local boy a nine- 
year-old child prodigy named... where's that list again... 
Anakin Sky walker! This is his first major race, after winning 
eight minor league races over the last year and a half. 

BEED: According to the bio here, Anakin is a slave boy 
owned by a local junk dealer...Watto the Toydarian. Says 
here Watto's a big fan of our show, Fode! 

EODE: So be sure to stop by Watto's after the race for all 
your salvage needs, and tell him Fode 'n Beed sent ya! 

Sound: A distant explosion. 

FODE: Ooh, there goes another one. That one's... 
Bognu, a Gamorrean runt. Boy, who didn't see that one 
coming a parsec away? 

BEED: I don't know why the larger species send their 
children into these races. Don't those parents love their 
kids enough to at least sell them into slavery? (Laughs) 

FODE: (whisper) Beed, shh!! You're gonna get us in 
trouble again! 

BEED: Oh. Sorry. 

FODE: The racers are nearing the end of Ebe Crater 
Valley, going into the legendary Beggar's Canyon, a fun spot 
for the adventurous. Many young people take their 
airspeeders into the canyon and have little mini-races, 
though none as exciting as what we've got - (sound: 
another explosion) Ooh!! That one took four racers with 
him! 



BEED: Sebulba in the lead, followed by Skywalker in 
second, Mawhonic and Gasgano in third and fourth - hey, 
what was that?! ? 

EODE: Some racer was crazy enough to thread the 
Stone Needle, a hazardous rock formation. Even 
airspeeders don't try that - (explosion) and it cost him, too. 
This is no place for showboaters, folks. 

BEED: The racers have to slow down now, until they're 
out of the canyon...and there they are, flying into the wide- 
open expanse of the desert plains! 

EODE: The crowds are eating this up, watching the 
action via floating camera droids and viewing it all on hand¬ 
held projectors given by the Hutts. Boy, that Jabba's a 
generous one, isn't he? 

BEED: Until he takes it all back from them after the 
race. 

EODE: Beed, I warned you... Oh, now this is getting 
good! They're into the Arch Canyon! Here's where we 
separate the larva from the adults, folks! There are a 
million rock formations to smash into in the Arch Canyon! 

BEED: Do I see a Jawa Sandcrawler nearby, at the edge 
of the Dune Sea? 

EODE: Oh yes you do! Everybody knows that when those 
huge brown trawlers come around, hold on to your wallets! 
The local scavengers of Tatooine, hoping to find some useful 
junk to repair and resell. Looks like they're gonna get quite 
a windfall. 

BEED: Out of the initial fifty racers, I now count thirty - 
eight left. Remember, only twenty or less can get into the 
Boonta Eve Classic. 

EODE: Past The Whip now, heading through Jag Crag 
Gorge toward the treacherous Laguna Caves. Sebulba 
maintaining his lead, followed by Skywalker, Rimkar from 



Rodia, and Aba Jil from Leki VII (explosion) Oh, not 
anymore! Looks like one of Aba's engines gave out on him! 

BEED: Did I see something? Flying off of Sebulba's 
Pod...? 

EODE: No you didn't, Beed. Trust me, you didn't. We're 
at the Canyon Dune turn now, approaching Birdy Bend. I 
have Sebulba in a comfortable lead, with Rimkar at second 
and Skywalker in third. 

BEED: I see the little pit droids are setting up at the 
arena floor now, awaiting the first arrivals. I hope the pods 
aren't too banged up; they'll need to be in top condition by 
Boonta Eve! 

EODE: The pods have to get past Jett's Chute and the 
Corkscrew, and then the long stretch across the open Hutt 
Flats! At this point, it's Sebulba in first, Rimkar in second, 
and Skywalker - wait a minute, Rimkar's making his move!! 
He's trying to edge Sebulba out of the lead! 

BEED: The fool! This is only the practice race! There'll 
be time enough for risk-taking next month!! 

EODE: Rimkar seems to disagree with you, Beed. 
There's one last drop between them and the finish line, 
Metta Drop. Here they go - 

Sound: Explosion. 

BEED: OH MY!!! 

EODE: Huge explosion at Metta Drop. It'll take a minute 
for the dust to clear - oh, Sebulba's all right! Whew! He's 
back in the lead! For a minute, I thought my pockets were 
going to be much lighter. 

BEED: Looks like Rimkar splattered himself all over Hutt 
Flats, Fode. 

EODE: And Skywalker with him - no, wait! The kid's all 
right! He's lost his engines, but his Pod survived the impact. 

Sound: Fode's voice fades off. 



SCENE 1-2 EXTERIOR - HUTT ELATS - TATOOINE 

Sound: The roaring of Pods as they shoot by the crash 
site. The crackling of burning pod parts. Anakin grunts as 
he pulls himself out of the Pod. 

ANAKIN: Unn... Great. Just great. Nearly got added to 
the body count, thanks to that scummy Dug. Aw no... 
there's nothing left of that engine! The other...well, I might 
be able to fix it. Wonder how Rimkar did...? 

Sound: The crunch of Anakin's boots as he walks across 
the sands. He kicks at a metal piece. 

ANAKIN: Poor guy. Never knew what hit him. Womp 
rats and scurriers will clean him off his Pod before the 
salvage droids do. 

Sound: The last of the racers recedes into the distance. 
An ominous silence descends on the desert flats, as Anakin 
keeps walking. 

ANAKIN: Just a few more seconds. That's all it would 
have took. Would've loved to have seen Sebulba's face if I'd 
qualified first. But no, he had to go and fishtail Rimkar at 
the drop. I was just too close...would've gotten killed if that 
voice hadn't told me to pull up. 

Music: The Force theme plays, softly. 

ANAKIN: My inner voice. Mom says all people have 'em. 
I just hear mine a lot louder and more clearly than others. 
(Sigh) Too bad it didn't come a second sooner. I'm sorry. 
Mom. I tried. I really tried. Only way I'll get into the Boonta 
Eve Classic now is if Sebulba decides to give me a Pod. 
Master Watto sure won't let me. (Pause) Well, at least 
you're alive, aren't you Skywalker? (Chuckles) Like Captain 
Thape says, any crash you can walk away from is a victory - 

DARK MAN: (far off, echoing) You young fool... 

ANAKIN: What? What was that?? 



DARK MAN: (coming closer) You truly believe walking 
away from this was a victory? It was a failure. 

ANAKIN: (scared) It's you... 

DARK MAN: Once again, you fail to avoid your destiny. 
Every day you breathe is a day closer to me. 

ANAKIN: Go away... 

DARK MAN: I will not. I will haunt your dreams every 
night. 

ANAKIN: Why?!? Why do you torment me?!? 

DARK MAN: Because you wish me to. Because every 
dark impulse, every bad thought you ever think...it makes 
me stronger. As long as you cannot face your own fears, I 
exist. 

ANAKIN: I'm not afraid!! 

DARK MAN: Oh no? The reason you participate in these 
hazardous "Podraces" is because you fear for your mother. 
Because you are afraid of being a poor, terrified slave for 
the rest of your life... 

ANAKIN: I do notW I love Podracing! I'll be free one day 
because of it! I'll go to other worlds. I'll have adventures, 
and I'll free every last slave on this desert world! I know it!! 

DARK MAN: And every step of the way, I will be there. 
In the shadows, over your shoulder. Waiting for my moment. 

ANAKIN: I' m not listening to you!!! 

DARK MAN: Ignore me all you want. When the time 
comes, you will willingly give yourself to me. 

ANAKIN: No I won't!! I'll fight you! I'll destroy you!!! 

DARK MAN: You are doomed, Anakin Skywalker. 
Doomed. 

ANAKIN: GO AWAY!!! GO AWAYYYH! 


SCENE 1-3 INTERIOR - ANAKIN'S BEDROOM - SLAVE 
QUARTERS 



Sound: Abruptly, the desert noises disappear, replaced 
by the quiet hum of air conditioner units. The squeak of 
springs and the ruffling of covers indicate Anakin bolting up 
in bed. 

ANAKIN: (sobbing) GO AWAY!!! GO AWAY-HAY-HAY- 
heyyyy... 

Sound: A door opens, and a single set of footsteps runs 
up. 

SHMI: Anakin!! Ani, are you all right?? 

ANAKIN: (breathing hard, shaky whisper) mom...? 

SHMI: Oh, Ani... 

ANAKIN AND SHMI: INDICATE HUG. 

SHMI: It was that nightmare again? 

ANAKIN: (swallows) Yeah. Same one. 

SHMI: That horrid race. Being so close to death...oh, Tm 
so glad Watto agreed to never let you race again. If I had 
lost you... 

ANAKIN: Mom... it's not the race. That didn't bother 
me. It's what comes after it, with the dark man... 

SHMI: Him again. I thought you'd grow out of these 
nightmares, but...are you sure you've never seen a real 
person like what you see in your dreams? Someone in 
town? 

ANAKIN: No. No, I'd remember. He...it's almost like I'm 
seeing two of them. Sometimes he's wearing a mask and 
cape, sometimes a robe and hood. But the same voice. 
Deep, cold, evil.... 

SHMI: Well, at least the nightmare came in the morning, 
instead of the middle of the night. Tell you what - how about 
some wheatcakes for breakfast today? 

ANAKIN: You don't have to... 

SHMI: I want to. I want to see you happy. 

ANAKIN: Aw, Mom.... thanks. 



Sound: The bedsprings squeak again as Shmi gets up 
and walks to the door. 

SHMI: Now hurry up and get dressed. Til be waiting for 
you downstairs. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Mom? 

SHMI: Yes? 

ANAKIN: Do people's dreams ever come true? 

SHMI: (beat) Only the ones they want to come true. 

ANAKIN: No, I mean...Are there ever people who dream 
of stuff that happens in the future, and then it happens? 
Like, I don't know...magicians? 

SHMI: I...think I once heard that Jedi could do that. 

ANAKIN: The Jedi Knights, (getting excited) Yeah, they 
could probably do it. I've heard stories about them - they 
can do anything! Like move faster than lightning, or-or 
hypnotize people, or lift things in the air without touching 
them! And they get into all these great adventures - 

SHMI: (chuckles) All right, Ani, all right. You can tell me 
some Jedi stories some other time. Hurry up and get 
dressed. You've got a long day of work ahead of you at the 
junkyard, (beat, then quiet) And try to put this nightmare 
out of your mind, all right? 

Sound: Door closes. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) I wish I could. Mom. I wish I could... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE l-3a INTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKSHOP - DAY 

Sound: The humming and beeping of junkshop 
equipment and the fast frenetic flapping of Watto's wings. 
Footsteps as Anakin enters, followed by the ringing of a 
bell. 

WATTO: Ah, peedunkel. You're on time for once. 



Sound: Anakin starts working on a mechanical part 
under next dialogue. 

ANAKIN: (keeping his voice carefully deferential) Hello, 
Master Watto. What are your orders today? 

WATTO: Ah, there's not much to do. We've sold most of 
the Podracer parts we have, as well as what little trinkets I 
could fool tourists into picking up. (Chuckles again) I 
actually convinced one fool he was buying a rocketpack 
from the time of the first Sith War! Got a thousand truguts 
for it, I did 1 

ANAKIN: A thousand, huh? Will you bet it all at the race 
tomorrow? 

WATTO: You bet I will! I'll double my money too! 
Anyway, enough about the race. Have you fixed that part for 
that Ithorian's hypertransmitter yet? 

ANAKIN: Finished it up last night. Wasn't too hard. 

Sound: A clicking noise. 

ANAKIN: There, I've got it installed. Let's try it out... 

Sound: Electronic squealing and static from the 
hypertransmitter. Anakin moves the controls up and down, 
having various hyperstations buzz in and out. 

ANAKIN: Got it working. Master. 

WATTO: Oh, good, good. I'll call Darhub at once; tell him 
to pick it up. He'll pay me, uh, six hundred for it. Maybe 
seven for fast service, eh? (Laughs) 

ANAKIN: Yes, sir. 

Sound: The holotransmitter static resolves into an alien¬ 
sounding jingle. 

HOLOREPORTER: (on the hypertransmitter) This is 
Galactic News Network news brief. From Coruscant, here's 
Gat Kmar. 

GAT KMAR: (on hypertransmitter) Good morning. It 
was a beautiful show today at the Palladia Fashion show on 



Alderaan, as top designers showed off the season's new 
fashions. The most gossip-worthy line belongs is the new 
M'koni Ag "Perfect Fit" line of clothes, which uses myostim 
technology to actually stimulate and exercise the muscles 
while you wear them. Ag states the first production line 
models for humanoids will be shipping this winter, while 
designs are currently being evaluated for non-humanoid 
consumers. 

ANAKIN: Boring. 

GAT KMAR: In intergalactic news, the Senate entered 
week 6 of what is fast becoming a stalemate on the issue of 
the Trade Federation's blockade of the planet Naboo. 
Senator Augustus Palpatine of Naboo has announced that 
all contact with his system has been lost, and he believes his 
home planet is under attack from Federation forces. 
Senator Lott Dod of Neimoidia has vehemently denied the 
charges, stating that an ion storm has cut off contact. When 
approached by GNN reporters. Senator Palpatine had this 
to say: 

PALPATINE: (on hypertransmitter) I think it's a sad 
commentary on the state of our galaxy when a corporation 
actually has a military comparable to the Republic's, let 
alone able to use it on Republic worlds with apparent 
impunity. 

GAT KMAR: (on hypertransmitter) A recent poll has 
shown 46 percent of the Senate's members in favor of the 
Federation's actions, done in protest of Tax Resolution BR- 
0371. 23 percent are undecided, and 31 percent are 
opposed. Supreme Chancellor Valorum could not be 
reached for comment on the situation. In other news, the 
cult documentary holoprogram "Jedi Battles" has been 
canceled after three years on the Holonet, due to expenses 
and low ratings... 



ANAKIN: Oh no!! That's my favorite show! I can't bel- 

WATTO: Eh, turn that thing off! I don't keep you around 
to listen to boring news. 

Sound: Anakin turns off the holotransmitter 

ANAKIN: But how am I ever gonna learn anything? 

WATTO: You learn enough being around me! You've 
learned about repairing parts, about how to sell, trade and 
buy, how to read a potential customer. That's all you'll need 
to get ahead in life. 

ANAKIN: (disappointed) As you say. Master. 

WATTO: Yeah. Now put that thing away, and get out the 
cleaning items - over there, by the oil bath. I want you to 
work on the storage bins today. 

ANAKIN: Those things are filthy! They smell bad. 

WATTO: My point exactly! I want customers to come in 
and see a clean shop - well, as clean as can be managed, 
huh? 

ANAKIN: But last night, your comm station said there 
was a storm coming this afternoon! Those bins are outside - 
why not wait until after the storm to clean 'em? 

WATTO: Because I say so, that's why! Because I have 
nothing else for you do, and I have to get my money's worth 
out of you somehow! Now get going! I want those things 
sparkling! I'll be up in my perch, checking over the books. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Yes, Master... 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 1-4 EXTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKYARD - DAY 

Sound: The ratcheting of machinery and tools. The whir 
of a tool. The occasional town noise from outside the shop. 

ANAKIN: (echoing) Uhnn...blehh. What does Watto put 
in these bins? I'm never gonna get this off my shirt. It's not 
like anyone ever looks under these things, anyway... 



Sound: The chittering of a rat like creature in the 
distance. 

ANAKIN: Still, at least Tve got nothing else to do. 
Watto's so single-minded... thinking about the Boonta Eve, 
and nothing else. Which is what I should be doing, instead 
of cleaning these bins for the umpteenth millionth time. I 
know the parts I need are here. All I need is time, and time 
is something Watto won't give me - 

Sound: The 'cling' of a wire being pulled. The squeal of 
the rat and the 'sproing' of a metal rope being bred. A 
'clang' as Anakin hits his head on the underside of the bin. 

ANAKIN: OW! What the... 

Sound: Anakin pulls himself out from under the bin. 

ANAKIN: Oh! Hello there, little guy. Got caught 
snooping around where you shouldn't, huh? 

Sound: The chittering of the rat. 

ANAKIN: That's all right. I'm not gonna hurt you. I just 
didn't want you eating into any wiring or anything. 

AMEE: (far off) Anakin? Ani, where are you? Anakin?? 

ANAKIN: Amee? I'm over here, by the bins. 

AMEE: (closer) Oh, there you are. Yikes, you've got a 
pretty bad bruise on your head. What happened? 

ANAKIN: Oh, just hit my head on the bin. And it's dirt, 
not a bruise. I'll be all right. What are you doing here? 

AMEE: Just wanted to see what you were up to. Hey - 
you caught a womp rat! 

ANAKIN: Not really. Watto sets the snares, but he 
doesn't check 'em. Just catches the wompers and lets 'em 
starve. This one is a young one. 

Sound: Chittering of the rat. 

ANAKIN: You must be hurting, huh, little guy? Okay, I'll 
get you out of there. Here we go... 



Sound: The clicking of machinery being unlatched. The 
rat chitters, and scampers off. 

AMEE: You're letting it go? Why? 

ANAKIN: Why not? Didn't do anything bad to me. 

AMEE: So what? It's a womp rat. It shouldn't be 
roaming around free. 

ANAKIN: Living things should live free, Amee. All living 
things. 

AMEE: Still a dreamer, Anakin Sky walker. When are you 
going to wake up to life as it is? You're a slave. You were 
born a slave; you're probably gonna to die a slave. 

ANAKIN: Don't bet on it, Amee. Anyway, you'd better 
get back to the slave quarters. They'll wonder where you 
went. 

AMEE: Naw, they'll never miss me. I'm too little. 

ANAKIN: Well, do whatever you want. That bin is as 
clean as it's going to get, and I've got nothing else to do. So, 
I'm gonna see about finding some parts for my pod. 

Sound: Anakin bangs around some junk, looking. 

AMEE: Your pod? You mean that piece of junk you've got 
covered up in your back yard? 

ANAKIN: I 've been working on that "piece of junk" for 
over a year, Amee. What have you been up to in your spare 
time, huh? 

AMEE: Learning how to cook. And if you think it's easy 
making a meal for a Hutt, think again! 

ANAKIN: Whatever. 

Sound: More banging noises. 

AMEE: So, is your Pod almost ready? You think you'll 
finish it in time for the race tomorrow? 

ANAKIN: Maybe. If I can get my hands on an energy 
binder plate and a power charge unit. Not to mention a 
sponsor. 



AMEE: You've already got a sponsor, remember? Ask 
Watto. 

ANAKIN: I can't! He doesn't know about my Pod. And if 
he did, he'd call some friends of his and they'd beat Mom 
and me to a pulp! Then he'd take the Pod and sell it to some 
stupid racer who'd crash it at the very next race. 

AMEE: And by then, you'd be healed up enough to work 
on repairing it, so Watto could sell it all over again. 

ANAKIN: Yep. That Pod may be my only chance at 
buying freedom for Mom and myself...if I can just figure out 
how. 

AMEE: You don't know how to use it to free yourself? 
Why'd you build it, then? 

ANAKIN: Just as a hobby, at first. But then I got really 
into making it work, making it the best I could. You know 
that little voice I told you about, the one that sometimes 
tells me stuff? 

AMEE: Oh, not that story again! People who hear voices 
in their heads are crazy. 

ANAKIN: T m not crazy! Anyway, that voice has been 
telling me to work on the Pod. So I have been. And it's really 
been coming together. I can't wait to start it up for the first 
time...sit in the cockpit and pull at the controls... 

Sound: The snorting and trumpeting of banthas. 

AMEE: Hey, look out there! 

ANAKIN: Banthas. A lot of them. No mistaking those 
horns and fur. 

AMEE: I 've never seen so many this close to town 
before! 

ANAKIN: It's dangerous - folks will be running out with 
blasters, trying to hunt and slaughter them for food and 
clothing. 



AMEE: Well why don't you go save them then, Mr. Know- 
It-All, like you saved that womper? 

ANAKIN: Don't be silly, Amee. The comm channel at 
Watto's reported a sandstorm moving in later today The 
banthas just want to use the walls to shield themselves from 
the storm. After the storm passes, they'll leave. Y'know, I 
saved a bunch of banthas from some hunters once. 

AMEE: Oh? When was this? 

ANAKIN: I was only five. Me and Mom were on a trade 
mission to a Jawa camp, and some banthas happened by. 
Next thing we know, some Sandpeople showed up with 
rifles. 

AMEE: And? What happened then? 

ANAKIN: I ran at the banthas, yelling at 'em to get 
away. Mom was running after me, trying to get me out of 
the line of fire. I screamed and waved, and they all ran off 
just in time. 

AMEE: Wow. 

ANAKIN: Hey, how long have we been talking? Come on. 
I've got to check in with Watto before he starts yelling! 

AMEE: Okay. 

Sound: Chi tiering of the womp rat. 

AMEE: Hey, there's your womp rat. Looks like he didn't 
take the hint. 

ANAKIN: Hey, shoo, rat! Watto will start putting in some 
vibroblade traps if you don't get away! Get off of that - wait 
a minute... great wizards of Tund, look at this! 

AMEE: What? 

ANAKIN: That rat was sitting right on top of what I've 
been looking for - an energy binder plate! How come I 
didn't know this was here...? 

AMEE: You think you should know where all of Watto's 
junk is, Ani? What are you, a library droid? 



ANAKIN: No...I just know where to find things, that's 
all. Huh...it's intact. Needs a little rewiring, but nothing I 
can't handle. It's almost like that rat wanted to return the 
favor for me freeing it. 

AMEE: Oh, like womp rats are that smart. You're weird, 
Anakin. 

WATTO: (far off) PEEDUNKEL! NABADEE UNKO!! 

ANAKIN: Oh, bantha poodoo, it's Watto! And he's 
already in a bad mood! Let's go! 

SCENE 1-5 INTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKS HOP 

Sound: The humming and beeping of junkshop 
equipment and the fast frenetic flapping of Watto's wings. 
Footsteps as Anakin and Amee enter. 

WATTO: There you are! I was starting to think you'd 
fallen asleep under those bins, huh? What took you so long? 

ANAKIN: You told me you wanted the bins sparkling 
clean - 

WATTO: I know what I said, peedunkel! But they can 
wait. I want you to go to the plaza. Many Jawas have come 
into town for the Boonta Classic. And some of them might 
have the thermal veristat and thruster relays to fix that Pod 
of mine that your clumsiness smashed up last month! 

ANAKIN: I wasn't clumsy, Watto! Sebulba the Dug 
forced me to crash! He killed Rimkar, and he would have 
killed me too if I hadn't seen it coming! 

WATTO: SILENCE, slave! You know better than to talk 
back to your master! YOU wrecked it, YOU will repair it! Is 
that clear? 

ANAKIN: L..it's clear, master. 

WATTO: Good. Now get going! And take your friend 
there with you! I want those parts by noon, or I will beat 
you until you are blind! 



ANAKIN: If T m blind, how will I race for you? 

WATTO: Stupid little worm! If I have no Pod, will it 
matter if you can see or not? Now GO! Find the Jawas from 
that deal at Mochot Steep, they should be there! They owe 
you for fixing that water system, and they'll probably have 
the parts you need! 

ANAKIN: (disgruntled) All right, Tm on my way Come 
on, Amee! 

Sound: The two run out of the store, ringing the doorbell 
as they go. Transition to street noises. 

SCENE 1-6 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET 

AMEE: Tve got to get going, Ani. My master wants me to 
cook scurrier souffle today. And isn't that your mom coming 
up the road? 

ANAKIN: It sure is! Thanks, Amee. (Moving off) MOM!! 
Over here! 

SHMI: (coming up) Ani, there you are. 

ANAKIN: Mom, what are you doing here? I thought you 
were supposed to clean Watto's house. 

SHMI: Oh, I finished that an hour ago. I just needed to 
stop by and tell you - we need some fruit from Jira's for 
lunch today. 

ANAKIN: Okay. I've got to go out to the plaza now. I'll be 
back with some food, though. 

SHMI: Here's some money, Ani. Be sure and give it to 
Jira. 

Sound: The clinking of coins. 

ANAKIN: Come on, over here... 

Sound: The two walk off a little distance. 

SHMI: What is it, son? 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Shh, quiet! Take this. It's an energy 
binder. I found in the junkyard. I'm gonna add it to my Pod 



later today. Hide it until I get back. 

SHMI: Yes, Ani, whatever you say. 

Sound: Shmi takes the metal object. 

ANAKIN: And be careful, it might still have some 
residual energy in it. I don't want you to get zapped. 

SHMI: ril be careful. And you be careful too - the worst 
thieves and ruffians in the Outer Rim have come into town 
for the race. Don't pass anywhere near Jabba's pleasure 
dens. 

ANAKIN: I won't. So long. Mom! See you later! 

Sound: Anakin moves down the street. The hubbub of 
various aliens talking gets louder Street sounds fade for 
transition. 

SCENE 1-7 EXTERIOR - ANOTHER MOS ESPA 
STREET 

Sound: Street noises are louder and more layered with 
chatter from various beings of all kinds. A bit of exotic 
music is playing nearby. 

ANAKIN: Wow, Mom wasn't kidding. Mos Espa is usually 
a quiet little town, but it's packed now. Let's see, the plaza 
should be over this way... 

KITSTER: (loudly) HEY!! 

ANAKIN: Wha-?!? Kitster!! What're you doing, 
sneaking up on me like that?!? 

KITSTER: (laughing) Look at you, you big, tough 
Podracer! You look like you just got hooked by space 
pirates! 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, laughing) 

KITSTER: You can say that again! 

ANAKIN: For a split second, I thought I was being 
hooked by somebody! I hope a ronto turns you into a 
sandshoe, Kitster, and Wald here gets to lick you off! 



KITSTER: Aw, take it easy, would you? Sheesh, Ani, you 
can't take a joke anymore. 

ANAKIN: What're you doing out here? 

KITSTER: Looking for you, silly What about you? 

ANAKIN: Running an errand for Watto. Shouldn't either 
of you be off doing something? I mean, slaves are supposed 
to work, right? 

KITSTER: Only when somebody's looking. Look, Wald 
found a peggat. We can split a ruby bliel at the Blue Brubb, 
if you're thirsty. 

ANAKIN: "Found" a peggat, huh? Who'd you steal this 
one from, Wald? 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, protesting his innocence.) 

ANAKIN: Found it in the laundry? Right. Just like the 
last one, huh? 

WALD: (Huttese sentence - why doesn't anyone believe 
me?) 

Sound: The three start walking. 

ANAKIN: All right, all right. Sorry I'm so sour - it's hard 
to be positive when the race is a day away and all I'm gonna 
get to do in it is salvage wrecked pods. Watto's got me 
looking for some Jawas to have parts ready for late arriving 
racers today. 

KITSTER: Figures. I bet he don't care what condition 
those parts are in, either. 

ANAKIN: Probably not. Anyway, I've gotta stop by the 
fruit stand first. 

KITSTER: What about the ruby bliel? I'm really thirsty, 
Ani. 

ANAKIN: We'll get the bliel, Kitster, don't worry! But it's 
not gonna be at Blue Brubb - I promised Mom I'd stay out 
of the Hutt section. We'll go to Maggy the Gorgon's, it's 
nearby. 



KITSTER: Wizard! 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, pointing out something 
wrong with Jira up ahead) 

ANAKIN: You're right, Wald. Jira sure don't look too 
happy. You two wait here, all right? I'll see what's wrong. 

Sound: Anakin walks on alone, and walks under an 
awning that focuses his voice andJira's. 

ANAKIN: Hi, Jira! 

JIRA: Oh, hello, Anakin. How are you doing? 

ANAKIN: Okay. What about you? Your back hurting 
again? 

JIRA: No, the back's okay. My fruit won't be, though. My 
cooling unit's gone out again. 

ANAKIN: Here, let me have a look at it... 

Sound: Anakin opens up the cooling unit. 

ANAKIN: Yep. Dust got in there. Your power couplings 
are fused. I'm afraid you're gonna have to get a new one, 
Jira. 

JIRA: Oh dear me. I don't suppose you can talk to Watto 
for me, can you? 

ANAKIN: No. I'll keep an eye open at the junkyard, 
though. Oh - I almost forgot. Mom wants some Pika fruits 
for lunch today. 

JIRA: Let me see...(rummages around) Here you go. I've 
saved these - I know how much dear Shmi like pikas. 

ANAKIN: Here's the money. Hold on to it - I'm sure I 
can find something in the yard for you. 

JIRA: Food doesn't last long under these twin suns, lad. I 
appreciate it, but I'm sure any cooling units Watto had were 
sold or stolen long ago. 

ANAKIN: Oh, don't worry. I'll find it. I always find what 
I'm looking for. (Moving off) Talk to you later! Bye! 



JIRA: Goodbye, Ani! (Sigh) Oh, there's a bright lad 
there. 

Sound: Anakin walks back to his friends. In the near 
distance, a pair of musicians are playing. 

KITSTER: What's wrong with the old lady? 

ANAKIN: Her cooling unit's shot. I've gotta find her a 
new one. 

KITSTER: A cooling unit? You really think you can find 
one, Ani? 

ANAKIN: It's worth a try. There's Maggy's up ahead - 
let's go ahead and pick up that ruby bliel. Maybe that old 
spacer who tells the stories will be there. 

KITSTER: You and those stories - 

WALD: (Huttese sentence, warning Anakin) 

ANAKIN: What - Oh no. Sebulba. 

KITSTER: Ani, let's get out of here - 

ANAKIN: No. I'm not afraid of that four-legged, snout¬ 
nosed slug! If anything, he ought to be afraid of me - 

Sound: The music comes to an abrupt halt. 

SEBULBA: (far off) No, no, NO!! The bridge goes "duh- 
duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-boom-boom-BOOM!!! 
Not duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-dum,duh-duh-VUUMP!!" When I 
enter the arena tomorrow, I want you Bith musicians to play 
something majestic, heroic - mythic, even - but also colored 
with a bit of, um...tragic glamour. Didn't any of you listen to 
that sound disc I sent you? I swear, I should've went out to 
the Core and hired a real band - YOU!! Wermo!! 

KITSTER: We're in for it now. He's spotted you, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Let him come. 

SEBULBA: (walking up) Well, well, well. If it isn't the 
human whelp who dared to be a Podracer. Good to see you 
recovered from that crash so well, child. Humans bruise up 
so easily. 



ANAKIN: T m fine. Which is more than you're gonna be 
tomorrow. 

SEBULBA: Oh? I am in the prime of health! Name me 
one person who's going to change that tomorrow! (Laughs) 
A pity your master's Pod won't be repaired in time, wermo. 

ANAKIN: Stop calling me that. My name is Anakin. 

SEBULBA: You're a slave, and the Huttese word for 
slave is wermo, so I call you what you are! A slave who can't 
even manage one lap in a real Podrace! I hear the thermal 
veristat and thruster relays are a mess, thanks to your lousy 
piloting! (Laughs) 

KITSTER: Come on, Ani, we don't have to listen to this - 

ANAKIN: (heating up) You lousy cheater!! You flashed 
me with your thrusters and crashed me!! You killed Rimkar, 
but you didn't kill me. And I swear, in the name of all that's 
good. I'm gonna make you regret what you did! 

SEBULBA: Cheater? Killer? Those are very serious 
accusations, wermo. Very serious indeed. Too bad you can't 
do anything about them, even if they were true. Nobody'll 
listen to a loser slave like you. (Chuckles) 

ANAKIN: (enraged) That's it!! Kitster, hold my bag of 
fruit!! 

KITSTER: Ani, NO!! He'll kill you!! 

ANAKIN: Come on, you gray-skinned piece of 
Gamorrean snot!! Let's see how good you are without a 
Pod!! 

SEBULBA: Don't mind if I do, poodoo-brained punk! 
Your friends are my witnesses - you started this, and now 
you shall pay!! 

ANAKIN: You lousy son of a - 

Sound: A huge punch splits the air, and something thuds 
to the ground. Kitster and Wald gasp in astonishment. 



SPACER: And stay out, you troublemaker! It's fools like 
you that give cantinas a bad name! (Calmer) Oh. Am I 
interrupting something here? 

SEBULBA: Why no sir, no. I was merely expressing 
regret that this child won't be able to race tomorrow. 
(Whisper) This is your lucky day, wermo. 

ANAKIN: (seething) No. It's yours. 

SEBULBA: My, my, look at the time! I have to go 
rehearse my entrance theme. And later on, I have an 
appointment with some lovely Twi'lek masseuses. Bye now! 
See you at the racetrack! (Walks off laughing) 

SPACER: What was that all about, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Nothing. Nothing, Captain Thape. (Forcing a 
smile) So, how are you today? 

THAPE: Oh, I'm fine. I'm fine. I wouldn't go into 
Maggy's today though, if I were you. It's getting a little 
rough in there. 

ANAKIN: Oh. We were gonna buy a ruby bliel... 

THAPE: Really? Well, it just so happens I have one in my 
hand here. I haven't even sipped it. Here you go. 

KITSTER: Wow! Thanks! 

ANAKIN: That's very kind of you, Cap'n. Here's a peggat 

THAPE: Keep it. It'll bring you luck. 

WALD: (says something) 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah. You were the one who found it. 
Here's the peggat. 

WALD: (cheers) 

KITSTER: C' mon, we can go get a snack or something! 

ANAKIN: You go on ahead, Kitster. I'll be right there. 

KITSTER: (moving off) Okay! 

THAPE: Something else, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Um, yeah. Can I ask you something? 



THAPE: Sure, spill your guts. 

ANAKIN: You know there's a Podrace tomorrow... 

THAPE: I know, that's why I'm throwing out brawlers - 
drunk patrons standing up for their favorites. What about 
it? 

ANAKIN: Well, I want in the race. I automatically 
qualified since I was one of the seventeen who survived the 
trials last month, but...I need someone to pay 10,000 
wiuppiwiuppi to enter the race itself. I have a Pod, I just 
need a sponsor. 

THAPE: And your master won't pay your way in? 

ANAKIN: No. 

THAPE: Yeah, I think I've seen him. Bald, big potbelly, 
blue skin, webbed feet, and a trunk nose with a broken tusk 
on one side, is that him? Hovers in mid-air with flapping 
wings on his back? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. That's Watto, all right. 

THAPE: He struck me as the skinflint type. Short little 
piece of - he charged me nearly double for a hydrospanner, 
y'know that? 

ANAKIN: Cap'n, I know I don't have a right to ask, but... 
you've been in so many adventures, flying with Jedi, fighting 
pirates and smugglers, exploring uncharted star systems. 

THAPE: Aye, I've had my share of fun. (Chuckle) 

ANAKIN: Surely you've got some money stashed back. 
Is there any way you could... 

THAPE: No. No, I'm afraid I'm not as rich as you think. 
If I were, I certainly wouldn't be here on this sandpit, would 
I? 

ANAKIN: (defeated) No, I guess you wouldn't. Sorry I 
bothered you. 

THAPE: Look, I know it seems like the end of the world. 
But trust me, you'll find your way. You're a bright kid. 



smart, strong, brave. You'll be free someday. 

ANAKIN: It's not about me, it's about Mom! (Anguished) 
She's nearly forty now. She's been a slave her whole entire 
life! Watto's not gonna want her around much longer, not 
the way he keeps winning at the podraces. Soon he'll sell 
her back to the Hutts, or someone even worse! I'll never 
see her again, and she'11...she'11 probably be killed. 

THAPE: Lad...if I had the money, I swear, I would help. 
Don't give up hope. That's the worst thing you could ever 
do. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. Oh - when I come back to this place... 
will you tell me about the angels again? 

THAPE: The angels? Oh - from the moons of lego. Yes, it 
still brings a smile to my face. They can melt the heart of 
even the most hardened space pirate. 

ANAKIN: I hope I meet an angel one day. 

THAPE: You might. Now get on with you! It's dangerous 
out here. 

ANAKIN: Okay. You know...I hope I grow up to be just 
like you. A bold, adventurous space pilot. I'll fly out and 
explore all the planets in the galaxy! 

THAPE: (laughs) Maybe you will, boy, maybe you will. 
(Farther, as Anakin moves away) See you later! 

ANAKIN: Bye! (Moves over to Kitster and Wald) Come 
on, you two, we've gotta get a move on! We've got to find 
those Jawas! 

KITSTER: What Jawas? 

ANAKIN: The ones from Mochot Steep. Let's see, they 
should be just up ahead...yeah, there's a sandcrawler! And 
there's those little robed squeakers now! 

KITSTER: All you gotta do is follow your nose, and the 
worst smell you find's a Jawa! 



Sound: The jabbering of Jawas mixes in with the street 
noises. 

ANAKIN: Excuse me... 

JAWA: Ibana? 

ANAKIN: Do you have a thruster relay or a thermal 
veristat? 

JAWA: Ibana! Ekee kenza ko ikee kone. 

ANAKIN: You've got both! Great! Where?!? 

JAWA: Job jol! Bom'loo! 

ANAKIN: Yeah, I see it now. Hey! Get away from those, 
pit droid! 

PIT DROID: (beeping) Sorry. I've just bought both of 
these. Last ones. Better luck next time. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Oh, no... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 1-8 INTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKS HOP 

Sound: Junkshop noises, and the flapping of Watto's 
wings. 

WATTO: Stupid!! Worthless!! Inept!! 

ANAKIN: Master, I'm sorry... 

WATTO: Oh, you'd better be!! Just because you can't 
race doesn't mean I can't lend my Pod to someone else!! 
But they won't race it - or make me any money - if it's not 
fixed!! Oooohh!!! 

SHMI: It was just bad luck, that's all. Any person would 
have run into that situation. 

WATTO: I did not ask you, old woman! You did clean my 
house, right? 

SHMI: Of course. 

WATTO: Then go home and finish working on those 
condensers I gave you! And you, peedunkel - go out back 
and clean the storage bins! 



ANAKIN: B-but I just cleaned them! 

WATTO: Aarrgghhi! Must I be talked back to by both my 
slaves?!? Go clean them again!! And clean the fan switches 
while you're at it! I want to be able to see my face in those 
things by the time you're done! Now go! (Moving off) I'll be 
up in my nest, checking the books! I don't want to see or 
hear from either of you for at least an hour! (Moves away 
muttering) Stupid little boy... 

ANAKIN: (sighs) I really did try Mom. 

SHMI: I know you did. 

ANAKIN: I did get your fruit. Here. 

SHMI: Thank you, Ani. 

ANAKIN: Jira charged me only a third this time. She 
knew you liked pikas. Her cooling unit's gone out, and I'm 
gonna find her another. 

SHMI: Oh, that's so nice of you! 

ANAKIN: I've gotta get going. See you later.... Mom, 
why are you staring at me like that? Have I got grease on 
my face again? 

SHMI: No, no. It's just... I just want to look at you...to 
burn your face into my memory. Lately, I get this terrible 
feeling, like I'll never see you again... 

ANAKIN: Aw, Mom, I'll never leave you. 

SHMI: Promise? 

ANAKIN: Promise! 

SHMI: Good. Now go on and clean the bins before Watto 
gets mad again. 

ANAKIN: (moving off) Okay. Bye! 

SHMI: And be careful! It looks like a storm's coming! 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 


SCENE 1-9 EXTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKYARD 



Sound: Anakin walks across the junkyard, kicking at 
various items. 

ANAKIN: Stupid bins. Tve been cleaning 'em all day, 
they ain't gonna get any cleaner... 

Sound: Chittering of the womp rat. 

ANAKIN: Oh, it's you again. I'm sorry, I would take you 
home with me, but I haven't got any food to spare. 

Sound: The womp rat chitters. 

ANAKIN: Besides, I don't think Watto would let me keep 
any pets....hey! Look what you're sitting on! 

Sound: The womp rat squeaks and hops off as Anakin 
grips something metal. 

ANAKIN: Whoops - didn't mean to scare you! Wow...it's 
a cooling unit, just like Jira's! Pretty beat up, but no burn 
marks... 

Sound: Anakin opens the cooling unit up. 

ANAKIN: And the power couplings look fine! I'll take it 
into the shop later and get it running! Won't Jira be happy? 

Sound: Anakin pulls himself on top of the cooling unit. 

ANAKIN: Ahh...the suns aren't as hot as usual today. If 
that storm wasn't coming in... (Yawn) I'd take a nap. 

Sound: A distant roaring, like a very high jet. 

ANAKIN: Whoa, what was that? Another ship coming in. 
Maybe a starfighter...it sure was going fast enough. (Yawns 
again) Or mebbe it was an angel, like...like Cap'n Thape 
talks about....an angel.... 

Sound: The junkyard and city noises fade as Anakin falls 
asleep, and begins to dream. A female choir voice singing, 
like an angel... 

ANAKIN: A beautiful angel.... 

Sound: The sound of massed warriors, shouting and 
yelling. The report of blaster fire. 

ANAKIN: Unn... 



Sound: The clinking of metal, and the rattling of chains. 
A lightsaber blade comes to life. 

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) Tm a pilot, you know. And 
someday, Tm gonna fly away from this place... 

Sound: The clashing of lightsaber blades. 

QUI-GON: (echoing, distant) I didn't come to Tatooine to 
free slaves... 

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) I think you have come to 
free us. Why else would you be here... 

Sound: The roars of the warriors turn to cheers. Distant 
explosions. 

PADME: (echoing, distant) Many things will change...my 
feelings for you will remain... 

DARK MAN: (echoing, distant) I am your future... 

OBI-WAN: (echoing, distant) You will become a Jedi, 
Anakin. I promise. 

Sound: The thunder and fury of a space battle. The 
distant cry of a Tusken Raider. 

ANAKIN: Nnn... 

Sound: Artoo beeping. 

ANAKIN: (echoing, distant) I don't want things to 
change... 

SHMI: (echoing, distant) You can't stop the change. Any 
more than you can stop the suns from setting... 

SIDIOUS: (echoing, distant) Wipe them out. All of them. 

Sound: The sounds crescendo into a giant roar - then 
suddenly Anakin jumps up with a gasp, fully awake. 

WATTO: (far off) Peedunkel!! Naba dee unko!! 

ANAKIN: Uh oh!! Coming, Master!! 

Sound: Anakin Jumps off the cooling unit and runs 
across the junkyard. 


SCENE 1-10 INTERIOR - WATTO'S JUNKSHOP 



Sound: Junkshop noises, and the flapping of Watto's 
wings. Anakin runs in. 

WATTO: What took you so long? 

ANAKIN: I was cleaning the fan switches... 

WATTO: Never mind the switches now! Watch the store 
- I've got some selling to do here. Soooo, let me takea thee 
and your droid out back, huh? You'll find what you need. 
Thee has found the best junkyard in all of the Outer Rim... 

Sound: Watto flaps away, following by a set of footprints. 

QUI-GON: (far off) Don't touch anything. 

JAR-JAR: Hmph! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sticks his tongue out at Qui-Gon from a 
distance. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Hmm...whatsa dis... 

Music: A softly romantic piece of music. 

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) wow. so beautiful...(aloud) 
are you an angel? 

PADME: (startled) What? 

ANAKIN: An angel. I've heard the deep space pilots talk 
about them. They're the most beautiful creatures in the 
universe. They live on the Moons of lego, I think. They are 
good and kind, and so pretty they make even the most 
hardened spice pirate cry. 

PADME: I... r ve never heard of angels. 

ANAKIN: B-but you must be one! I sense you're kind, 
and you're certainly pretty. Maybe you are one and you just 
don't know it. 

PADME: (chuckle) You're a funny little boy. How do you 
know so much? 

ANAKIN: I listen to all the traders and starpilots that 
come through here. I'm a pilot, you know. And someday. I'm 
gonna fly away from this place. 

PADME: You're a pilot? 



ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. All my life. 

JAR-JAR: Hmm. Dat supposen to be a mushroom? Made 
ob metal? 

PADME: How long have you been here? 

ANAKIN: Since 1 was very little - three, 1 think. My 
Mom and 1 were sold to Gardulla the Hutt, but she lost us 
betting on the Podraces to Watto. He's a lot better master 
than Gardulla, 1 think. 

PADME: You're... a slave? 

ANAKIN: (sharply) 1 am a person! And my name is 
Anakin. 

PADME: r m sorry. 1 don't fully understand. This is a 
strange world to me. 

ANAKIN: (beat) You are a strange girl to me. 

JAR-JAR: Looksen like it's got an eye... isen dat bubble 
wort? (Tapping) Hmm... 

Sound: A distant crashing noise, followed by Jar-Jar's 
muttering. 

PADME: Oh no. Jar-Jar, please get away from there! Qui- 
Gon told you not to touch anything! 

JAR-JAR: Wha - wha - where you going? 

PIT DROID: LAUGHING. 

ANAKIN: Hey, what're you doing? 1 haven't fixed that pit 
droid's programming yet! 

JAR-JAR: (amid crashing noises) Mesa sorry - mesa 
tryin to get it back - come here, you - oof! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sprawls onto the floor 

PIT DROID: LAUGHS AGAIN. 

Sound: More noises. 

JAR-JAR: Hah! Gotya! 

ANAKIN: (laughing) Hey, hit the nose! That camera eye 
there - that'll disable it! 

JAR-JAR: Oh! Right dere - 



Sound: Jar-Jar taps the camera eye, and the droid snaps 
back into its' rest configuration with a "pling." 

JAR-JAR: Huh! It'sn a mushroom again! 

PADME: (laughs) Jar-Jar, clean that up, would you? And 
try not to break anything. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday Um...mesa tink disn go...dere...and 
disn... 

Sound: More crashing noises. 

JAR-JAR: (groan) Oie-boie... 

ANAKIN and PADME: (LAUGH. THE LAUGHTER 
FADES TO AN UNCOMFORTABLE SILENCE.) 

ANAKIN: T m going to marry you someday. 

PADME: (LAUGHS AGAIN.) 

ANAKIN: I mean it. I will. 

PADME: You are a funny little boy. What makes you 
think that? 

ANAKIN: I don't know. Something inside me just says it. 
I hear it from time to time, telling me stuff that's going to 
happen. And you know what? 

PADME: What? 

ANAKIN: It's always right. 

PADME: Huh. Well, I'm afraid I can't marry you...what's 
your name again? 

ANAKIN: Anakin. Anakin Sky walker. 

PADME: Anakin. I'm just passing through, and, well... 
you're just a little boy. 

ANAKIN: (a beat) I won't always be. 

Sound: In the background, Jar-Jar keeps bumping junk, 
turning it over, and generally making a mess. 

PADME: So what was wrong with that pit droid? 

ANAKIN: Oh, its' brain. It's been knocked around by 
podracers and pit crews so often it's gotten a permanent 
short circuit. I've had to repair that one so often I've lost 



count. Now all it does is run around and break things. Til do 
my best, but I figure it's gonna have to be scrapped. 

PADME: How sad. Tve known quite a few droids, and 
they seem almost...alive. 

ANAKIN: Yeah. It wouldn't have lasted long anyways if I 
wasn't so good at fixing things. I'm making my own droid... 

QUI-GON: (coming in) Come on, Padme. We're leaving. 
Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa comen. Let mesa just put...disn.... 
whoa...WHOA!!! 

Sound: Lots of crashing noises. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Aw, fergit it. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

PADME: (moving off) I'm glad to have met you, Anakin. 

Sound: Three sets of footprints (and one droid's treads) 
trod out of the store. The doorbell rings as they leave. 

ANAKIN: I was glad to meet you too... (Sad sigh) 

JAR-JAR: (outside, moving off) Huh? Where deysa go... 
hey, wait up for mesa!! 

WATTO: (loud) Come back when you have some real 
money! (Normal voice) Hmph. Outlanders. They think we 
know nothing. That farmer tried to push electronic money 
on me! Heh - like I was hatched yesterday! 

ANAKIN: They seem nice to me. Especially that girl... 

WATTO: Oh...I know that look in a human. A bit young 
for those kind of thoughts, aren't you, huh? Huh? (Laughs) 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) I can't help it. She's the most 
beautiful person I've ever known. She was dressed like a 
peasant, but there was something almost...regal about her. 
She...aw no!! I can't believe - I didn't even get her name!! 

WATTO: (laughs again) I guess your mother hasn't 
talked to you about females yet, so I will. Forget theml They 



will bring you nothing but trouble! It's like I always say - 
the only person you can trust in life - 

ANAKIN: (you can almost hear him rolling his eyes) - is 
yourself. 

WATTO: That'sa right. Trust only yourself, never 
tolerate failure from anyone else, and never - never - let 
your feelings get in the way of business! You follow those 
rules, you'll get ahead in life! 

ANAKIN: (sigh) Yes, Master. 

WATTO: Well, there's no more customers coming in with 
that storm brewing. Clean the racks, then you can go home. 

ANAKIN: (glum) Thanks, Master. 

WATTO: (voice softens) Hey - you work fast enough, 
maybe you can catch up with that girl and get her name, 
eh? 

ANAKIN: YIPPEE!! I'll be done in just a minute. Master 
Watto! 

Sound: Anakin runs out of the shop as fast as he can. 

WATTO: (chuckles) Foolish little boy. Has his head in the 
clouds all the time. He'll never get anywhere in life... 

Sound: Watto's junkshop fades. 

NARRATOR: Though he does not know it, the greedy 
Toydarian junk dealer could not be more wrong. Anakin 
Skywalker's dreams are about to come true, in a way he 
could never have imagined. And the teenage girl he has just 
met, Padme, will lead him on an incredible odyssey that will 
shake the galaxy to its' foundations... 

Music: Closing theme up under credits. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER TWO: 
“ASSAULT ON PARADISE" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala Droideka P-59 

Captain Gordon Panaka Droideka P-60 

Rabe 

Sabe 

Sache 

Eirtae 

Yane 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Hela Brandes 

Lufta Shif 

Hugo Eckener 

Graf Zapalo 

RSF Officer 

Comm Center Officer 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Senator Augustus Palpatine 

Chancellor Finis Valorum 

Sei Taria 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Mace Windu 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 



Captain Madakor 
Lieutenant Williams 
Neimoidian Officer 
Battle Droid OHM-536 
TC-14 
Tey How 

Captain Daultay Dofine 
Lieutenant Rune Haako 
Darth Sidious 
Radiant VII Pilot 
Battle Droid OWO-1 
Battle Droid SSA-1015 

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Two - "Assault 
on Paradise." 

Music: Star Wars Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. But on the small world of 
Naboo, in the distant outer rim of the galaxy, the turmoil in 
the Republic is rarely (if at all) noticed. On this lush, 
beautiful world, art, learning, farming, ranching and 
craftsmanship are the pastimes. Ruled by the benevolent 
teenaged Queen Amidala, the people of Naboo have 
enjoyed millennia of peace, prosperity and leisure. 

Sound: The trickling noises of a small fountain. The 
chirping of birds, and the distant clip-clops of people 
walking on stone floors. 

NARRATOR: Even the Queen herself has time and room 
for a life outside the throne. In disguise as the handmaiden 
Padme Naberrie, she is able to travel into the cities of 
Naboo and experience the life of her subjects firsthand. 



Having been recently elected to the throne at the tender 
age of 14, she is anticipating a calm and untroubled eight- 
year term of office... 

SCENE 2-1 EXTERIOR - ROYAL PALACE OE THEED - 
GARDEN 

PADME: (clears her throat) "Proud graduates, teachers, 
and parents. Permit me to congratulate you on this joyous 
day, as you take your first steps into a new life" - no, that 
doesn't sound right, (pause) Okay. "Proud citizens of 
tomorrow, allow me to congratulate you on this joyous day, 
as you take your first steps into a new life." No, that doesn't 
sound right either. Maybe it's the voice - I should try it in 
the royal voice, (sigh) 

NOTE: Whenever Padme speaks in her "handmaiden" 
role, she speaks in a normal tone of voice. When speaking 
as the Queen, she speaks with a lowered, cultured "regal" 
voice. To avoid confusion, any references to her character's 
voice are PADME for the "handmaiden" and QUEEN 
AMID ALA for her royal voice. 

QUEEN AMIDALA: Hmm. "A few years ago, you entered 
the Royal House of Learning as mere children. Today, you 
stand victorious—" no, too martial - "Today, you stand as 
accomplished adults, ready for the even greater challenges 
ahead of you. Remember always that you come from a 
loving family, and a loving world. And wherever your travels 
may take you, be it here on Naboo or in the galaxy beyond, 
you will always carry part of that family - that world - with 
you. And you will always carry their love." (back to 
PADME'S voice) Yes! Much better. 

Sound: A pair of footsteps come up. 

PAN AKA: Padme? Padme Naberrie? 



PADME: r m right here. Captain Panaka. Pm working on 
- on the Queen's speech for the upcoming graduation 
ceremonies at the House of Learning. 

PANAKA: I heard a pause there. You'd better work on 
that. Remember, any reference you make to the Queen 
should automatically be in the third person. 

PADME: I'll work on it, Gordon. What did you need? 

PANAKA: The Queen has requested your presence in 
the throne room later today when she conducts her 
appointments. 

PADME: Sabe's having trouble again? I had her 
memorize what I wanted done today. 

PANAKA: She still wants you there in person, just in 
case something unexpected happens. 

PADME: Really - what's the point of being in disguise if 
I can't get away from the job for a while? 

PANAKA: Your Highness, I didn't create the 
handmaiden decoy plan as a way for you to slack off. I 
created it for your protection. 

PADME: From what?? When I appointed you to replace 
Captain Magneta as royal head of security, I didn't think I 
was getting someone paranoid. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, it is important for you to be 
cautious. The galaxy is not what it used to be. 

PADME: I 'm sorry, (pause) Things have been so serious 
around here lately. Those pirate attacks, the attempt on my 
life out in that asteroid fie Id... did we ever find out what that 
was about? 

PANAKA: No. And the Trade Federation hasn't been 
much help either. They insisted they were going to meet you 
out there, but were called away at the last minute. 

PADME: Probably got scared off by the pirates, (sigh) 
Ever since that trade summit fiasco on Eriadu, the 



Federation has been jumpy. 

PANAKA: Can't say I blame them. Their entire 
directorate murdered by a reprogrammed security droid - 
in full view of the other summit members, no less - that'd 
put a scare into anyone. 

PADME: If they weren't so heavy-handed with their 
member worlds, I would almost feel sorry for them. 

PANAKA: If you ask me, they've had it their own way out 
here for far too long. There's no other competition left - 
almost everyone in the outlying systems has to trade 
through them now. And now that that slimy Neimoidian's in 
charge... 

PADME: I never would have thought you prejudiced. 

PANAKA: It's not prejudice, it's...well, okay, maybe I am 
a little prejudiced. I admit it. But it's hard not to be with 
those greedy leeches - you know I actually prefer Gungans 
to them? That's how bad they are. Only ones I know who 
consider backstabbing a virtue, (beat) Well, other than 
Bothans. 

PADME: Hmm. You know. I've always wanted to meet a 
Gungan. In person. Find out if they really are as stupid, 
savage and uncivilized as people say. 

PANAKA: They're not. Trust me. 

PADME: Then why are the people so afraid of them? The 
last battle with the Gungans was so long ago. 

PANAKA: Long memories, mixed with ignorance. And it 
doesn't help that the Gungans themselves are so secretive. 
Except for some traders, any curious folks who snoop 
around the lakes and swamps are quickly escorted back 
out. 

PADME: I'd love to get to know them. It's not right, in 
this day and age, for the people of our world to be afraid of 
another just because they don't know them. Queen Zenda 



brokered the peace treaty with them centuries ago, and I 
was elected because I believe in traditional values such as 
peace and understanding. 

PANAKA: There's no telling how the Gungans would 
react to such an overture. They don't like us any more than 
we like them, I assure you. 

PADME: Are you sure? 

PANAKA: It's just the way things are. I'm afraid. No 
point looking for trouble. 

PADME: (disappointed) No, I suppose not. Still, I would 
like to get the Advisory Council's input on the possibility of 
talks. 

PANAKA: Fair enough. But don't say I didn't warn you. 

PADME: Well, have the handmaidens meet me in my 
quarters. Today I sit on the throne... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-2 INTERIOR - NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
QUEEN'S QUARTERS - DAY 

Sound: The rustling of cloth and the tugging of hair. 

PADME: Ow! Watch it, Rabe! 

RABE: Sorry. I've got to get your hair securely bound. 
Count your blessings - in the old days, these headdresses 
didn't have artificial hair. The King or Queen had to have 
their hair woven into them! 

PADME: Thank the gods for progress - OUCH!! 

RABE: Sorry! 

SABE: One of these days, they should build a tiny 
repulsorlift into these things. I've heard that "heavy is the 
head that wears the crown," but this is ridiculous! 

PADME: I'd rather wear a crown than these awful gold 
and cloth headdresses. 

RABE: Okay, Sache, give me the headdress... 



SACHE: (grunts) Careful with it... 

RABE: And...here we go! 

PADME: Ow. 

EIRTAE: Hang on, Padme. I need to touch up your 
makeup, right there at the ear... 

SABE: Yes. It needs to be totally white. No skin color at 
all... 

EIRTAE: There we go. Lipstick, Yane... 

YANE: Here! 

EIRTAE: The red scar of remembrance, at the middle of 
the lower lip. Got it! Your Highness, you are ready to face 
your subjects! 

Sound: Rustling of cloth as Eirtae curtsies. The other 
handmaidens (and the Queen) laugh. 

PADME: Nice curtsy, Eirtae. Practicing for the next 
formal ball, I see. 

EIRTAE: I hardly need to practice for that. Those slow 
dances, they're boring. 

YANE: Except for when Windom is there... 

HANDMAIDENS: GIGGLE. 

EIRTAE: Shut up, Yane! 

PADME: Who's Windom? 

YANE: He's a cute boy. Works in the Parnelli Art 
Museum. He also attends Governor Bibble's pottery class 
with Eirtae and Rabe. 

RABE: I 've noticed he's been looking at you, Eirtae. I 
think he's gonna ask you out. 

EIRTAE: He's just a boy. That's all. 

SABE: Then why are you blushing? 

HANDMAIDENS: GIGGLE AGAIN. 

PADME: All right, all right. By the way, Rabe, when do I 
get to see that new pot you're working on? You said it was 
going to blow Eirtae's swirling vase away. 



EIRTAE: How? Is it made out of explosives? 

RABE: You just wait. 

Sound: Door opens. 

PANAKA: Your Highness? Are you ready? 

AMIDALA: Yes, Captain, (back to Padme's voice) Good 
luck with that boy Eirtae. Sabe, Yane, come on. 

SABE: Bye, Eirtae! 

YANE: See you later, Sache! 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-3 INTERIOR - NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
THRONE ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Ambient throne room noises. The crying out of 
birds far outside the palace. 

AMIDALA: I call this meeting of the Naboo Royal 
Advisory Council to order. We will begin with local status 
updates from each member. Governor Bibble, how are 
things in Theed City? 

BIBBLE: Couldn't be better, your Highness. Offworld 
trade profits are showing a surplus, plasma energy stores 
also a surplus, and preparations for the graduation 
ceremonies are ahead of schedule. 

AMIDALA: Just what I like to hear. Governor. Hela 
Brandes, progress on the music for the ceremony? 

HELA: r m almost finished composing now, your 
Highness. The royal band will begin rehearsals the day 
after tomorrow. 

AMIDALA: I may stop in on the rehearsals. Td love to 
hear what you come up with. 

HELA: I would be honored. 

AMIDALA: Lufta Shif, how many are graduating this 
year? 



LUFTA: 432 students, your Highness. Half with top 
honors. 

AMIDALA: Wonderful. Hugo Eckener, construction 
report? 

HUGO: Plans for the expansion of the Ellie Arcadium are 
finalized. I estimate we will only have to lose six trees. 
Samplings of the trees will be taken beforehand and 
planted elsewhere in the city. 

AMIDALA: A fair trade. Graf Zapalo, how are your 
designs for the underground probe coming along? 

GRAF: Quite well, your Highness. However, there are a 
few problems with the underwater sensors. Pd like to 
consult some Gungan scientists about it, but I haven't been 
able to get in contact with them. 

AMIDALA: I want to come back to that in a minute. 
First, let's get the planetary reports out of the way. 
Governor Bibble, is the census complete yet? 

BIBBLE: Yes, your Highness. Total population is now 
listed as roughly 610 million. Estimate about 2,000 births 
by this time next year. 

AMIDALA: Security Force report. Captain Panaka? 

PANAKA: The N-1 pilots are coming along in their 
training. Captain Olie believes they can dispense with 
autopilot programs and start manual liftoffs and landings as 
early as next week. Pirate reports in the sector have been 
quiet. The prototype bomber craft has completed its' air 
trials, it's ready for use. 

BIBBLE: May I state again how unnecessary I deem 
that project? A bomber craft is unnecessary. We have had 
no major civil strife in nearly eighty years - 

AMIDALA: Captain, I tend to agree with the governor. 
This was one of King Veruna's pet projects, was it not? 



PANAKA: He...He felt a strong military was a guarantee 
of peace. 

BIBBLE: A strong military is an invitation to battle. 

AMIDALA: I will not ask you to scrap the bomber. 
Captain, but I will not authorize the production of any 
further vessels. 

PANAKA: Understood. 

AMIDALA: Speaking of the late King...any new word on 
the nature of his death? 

PANAKA: There were a few sightings in the country of a 
certain bounty hunter, Aurra Sing. She's known to work 
with the Hutts, and we know Veruna was dealing with them. 
It's possible he was killed for not following through on a 
deal he'd made with them. 

AMIDALA: Possible? Is there any way to confirm that? 

PANAKA: I 'm afraid not. Captain Magneta was very 
thorough in destroying the records, and Republic judiciary 
officers have been unable to find her. 

AMIDALA: That is...unfortunate, (beat) All right. Now 
for what I was wanting to talk about. It seems to me there is 
a very real problem among our people concerning - 

Sound: Air raid sirens begin to wail throughout the 
palace. 

AMIDALA: What is happening?? 

PANAKA: Hang on - 

Sound: A comlink is activated. 

PANAKA: Panaka to Royal Security Force headquarters. 
What's going on? 

RSF OFFICER: (over comlink) Several large vessels are 
moving out of hyperspace and heading towards our planet! 
They are in battle formation!! 

AMIDALA: (shocked) Battle formation?!? 

PANAKA: Instruct royal hangar to scramble all fighters! 



HELA: What is happening?!? Who are these people? 

BIBBLE: Must be the pirates again. 

GRAE: And our starfighter pilots still aren't ready... 

RSE OEEICER: Pilots are scrambling, sir. Scanners 
indicate fifty large vessels... battleship size.... configuration 
consistent with... Trade Federation vessels?!? 

BIBBLE: What..?!? 

RSE OEEICER: They are moving into equidistant 
positions orbiting the planet. 

PANAKA: Hail them. 

RSE OEEICER: We've been trying since they first 
appeared, sir. No response to hails. 

AMIDALA: Captain, give me the comm center. 
Emergency channel. 

PANAKA: Stand by, RSF. (presses some buttons) Go. 

AMIDALA: Comm center, stand by to broadcast the 
following on all frequencies. This is Queen Amidala, ruler of 
Naboo. We are under imminent danger of attack. To all star 
systems within range of this signal, please send military aid 
at once. We have only a skeletal starfighter force and 
cannot defend ourselves. 

COMM CENTER: (on comm) Message recorded. 
Standing by to send. 

AMIDALA: Remain on standby, comm. Let's see what 
our visitors have in mind. 

COMM CENTER: Your Highness, the lead Federation 
ship is sending a stand-by signal. They're about to transmit. 

AMIDALA: Put it through here. 

Sound: The comm channel activates. 

NUTE: (on comm) People of Naboo, and citizens of the 
Galactic Republic... 

AMIDALA: Who am I hearing? 




BIBBLE: Nute Gunray, the acting head of the 
Federation. 

NUTE: Due to the unforgivable actions of Supreme 
Chancellor Valorum, ruler of the Republic, the Trade 
Federation is about to teach a lesson in the real use of 
power. We have completely blockaded the planet of Naboo 
and the surrounding star system with our armed and 
shielded freighters. No spacecraft of any kind will be 
allowed to leave the planet, or come to the planet. Any 
attempts at either will be dealt with decisively. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) By the gods... 

BIBBLE: Why? Why our world?!? 

NUTE: This blockade will stay in place until Tax 
Resolution BR-0371, regarding the unfair taxation of the 
free trade zones of the Mid and Outer Rim Territories, is 
abolished. 

BIBBLE: A tax law?!? They're blockading our planet 
because of a tax law?!? 

LUFTA: Are they insane?!? 

NUTE: This ultimatum is non-negotiable. We will refuse 
any pleas for leniency by Naboo or the Senate. Further, we 
will consider any attempts to free Naboo by military and/or 
Jedi forces a blatant act of war, and the Chancellor alone 
will be held responsible by us. This will be our only 
communication until our demands are met. 

Sound: The comm channel deactivates. 

BIBBLE: By all the stars in the heavens... 

PANAKA: Blockading our world... what could they hope 
to gain? 

COMM CENTER: They're repeating the message, your 
Highness, on all Holonet and Hyperchannels. 

AMIDALA: Are they jamming our offsystem 

communications? 



COMM CENTER: Not yet. 

AMIDALA: Open a channel to the Viceroy - now! 

COMM CENTER: Contacting...he's responding... 

Sound: A holoimage comes to life. 

NUTE: Greetings, your Highness. It is an honor to speak 
to you. I must compliment you on this beautiful throne room 

AMIDALA: I did not call you for insincere flattery!! Why 
are you blockading my world?!? 

NUTE: You heard my address to the Republic. I thought 
it was clear. 

AMIDALA: It is nothing of the sort. Why my world?!? We 
have been customers in good standing with you for 
centuries!! 

NUTE: Ask your Senator. I'm sure he can explain. 

BIBBLE: What is that supposed to mean?? Senator 
Palpatine is a fine, upstanding fellow! 

AMIDALA: What will it take to end this quickly. Viceroy? 

NUTE: Other than convince the Senate to overthrow the 
tax on the trade routes? Nothing, I am afraid. It depends 
entirely on the Republic when your world will be free from 
these... constraints. 

AMIDALA: That is not fair - 

NUTE: If you will excuse me, your Highness, I said I 
would accept no further communications, other than from 
the Senate. If you will excuse me... 

Sound: The holoimage breaks up and disappears. 

BIBBLE: The sheer audacity of that...that...being! 

AMIDALA: I want a holochannel to Senator Palpatine on 
the capital world of Coruscant immediately. He apparently 
has some explaining to do. 

COMM CENTER: Yes, your Highness. Sending... 



BIBBLE: What is the arms complement of a Federation 
vessel? 

LUFTA: (barely disguised panic) Yes, Captain. Are we in 
danger? 

PANAKA: It's hard to say. I know they've been 
augmenting their shields and weapons in response to pirate 
attacks, but I don't know to what level. 

COMM CENTER: I have a line to Senator Palpatine, 
your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Put him on holo. 

Sound: The fizzling, buzzing sound of a holographic 
image. 

AMIDALA: Senator, are you reading me? 

PALPATINE: (on comm) Your Highness, I was just about 
to call you. I've just received a most disturbing message 
from the Trade Federation... 

AMIDALA: As have we. Their vessels are orbiting us 
now. What is this tax law they are talking about? 

PALPATINE: It was passed just after you came into 
office. It placed a ten percent tariff on inter galactic trade 
routes beyond the Core. Almost all Trade Federation routes, 
but that was unavoidable considering their monopoly. 
Besides which, the Chancellor felt they were growing too 
powerful. 

AMIDALA: The Viceroy implied you had a role in this. 
Senator. Is that why we are the ones being blockaded? 

PALPATINE: (beat) I don't know what he's talking 
about, your Highness. You can check the Senate records 
and news reports yourself, I voted against the tax. 

AMIDALA: I see. I apologize for doubting you. 

PALPATINE: It's quite all right. I'm afraid I have to cut 
this short - I'm going to talk to the Chancellor in his office 
right now. I'll try my best to end this quickly, your Majesty. 



AMIDALA: Thank you. Senator. Keep us informed. 

Sound: The holographic image fades. 

PANAKA: So now it's a waiting game. 

AMIDALA: (desolate whisper) How could this have 
happened...?? 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-4 INTERIOR - CORUSCANT - 
CHANCELLOR'S OEEICE - NIGHT 

Sound: The roar of air traffic outside and far below a 
quiet room. The hum of air conditioners, equipment, etc. 

VALORUM: How? How could things have possibly come 
to this? 

PALPATINE: It is distressing, indeed. It seems I 
shouldn't have suggested that tax idea to you. 

VALORUM: You did what you thought best for the 
Republic. How could you have known, my old friend? How 
could I have known that by donating that tax money to 
develop the outlying systems, I was in fact enriching myself 
via a family holding I barely knew about? And for the 
Senate to jump all over me for that - no, no, you're not to 
blame. 

PALPATINE: That doesn't change the fact that they're 
making an example of my home planet. What do we do 
now? 

VALORUM: I have been asking myself that for the last 
five weeks. Directly order the repeal of the the tax like they 
want, and I might as well turn in my resignation alongside 
the repeal order. I would sacrifice all the power and 
credibility I have left. Not that I have much now to lose... 

PALPATINE: But continue to stand your ground, and my 
people will be reduced to a pre-industrial state...or worse. 
There is abundant food, but the planetary economy's being 




devastated without intergalactic trade. Soon Naboo will be 
impoverished and Til likely lose my Senate seat. 

VALORUM: You know Bail Antilles and Ainlee Teem are 
sharpening their knives, waiting for me to make the least 
little error. I don't know what they hope to gain - after all 
that's happened to me this year, any sensible man would 
stay well away from any thoughts of Chancellorship. 

PALPATINE: True. I certainly would not want your 
burden. 

VALORUM: I 'm sorry to hear that. I have thought at 
times of resigning and nominating you to replace me. But 
these days, my recommendation would likely doom your 
election chances there and then. 

PALPATINE: It's all right. I'm not sure they would have 
me, anyway. I'm too boring. 

VALORUM: (chuckles) Thank you for buying me this 
new chair, by the way. 

PALPATINE: You're welcome. Finis. 

VALORUM: It feels like a throne. Looks kind of like one, 
too. I almost don't feel worthy of it. 

PALPATINE: You're more worthy of it than most other 
Senators I know, (sigh) They're like spoiled children. All 
more interested in the kickbacks they get from special 
interests, than in passing and enforcing laws. And now the 
courts are getting into the same mess. 

VALORUM: When I was elected, I swore - to my family 
and myself - that I would clean up the Senate. But now... 
things are even worse than when I entered office. It hurts 
me. It hurts me deeply. 

PALPATINE: It hurts me too. But all we can do is fight 
the good fight. I've told the Queen that we're letting the 
Senate handle the situation for now. 

VALORUM: It's taking too long. 



PALPATINE: Have some faith in them, my friend. 
They're not all corrupt. And Til use what influence I have to 
try and expedite things, (starts to walk out. The door 
opens.) 

VALORUM: Augustus? 

PALPATINE: Yes? 

VALORUM: Tve had.... a very strange feeling these last 
few months. That everything that has happened - the 
summit, the pirate attacks on the Federation and the Rim 
worlds, the Senate gridlock, the Valorum Shipping scandal - 
that all of it has somehow been...orchestrated. 

PALPATINE: By who? 

VALORUM: I don't know. A phantom, if you will. Perhaps 
of my imagination. 

PALPATINE: And here I thought I was the only one 
denied Jedi training in my infancy. Are you sensitive to the 
Force? 

VALORUM: (chuckles) I'm not, unfortunately. But I do 
have political intuition. And it's telling me that there's a 
linchpin to all this mess somewhere. If I could find it... 
perhaps everything would turn out all right... 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

VALORUM: Yes, Sei Taria? 

SEI TARIA: (female Asian voice) A message for you, sir, 
from the Royal Palace of Naboo. 

VALORUM: Stand by. (sigh) She's calling me every day, 
asking if the Senate has ruled yet. 

PALPATINE: You know...you could try sending some 
ambassadors to the blockade area. Get some talks going 
while waiting for the Senate to eventually rule. It would at 
least show you're trying to resolve this matter as best you 
could. 



VALORUM: I doubt it would help. But thanks for the 
idea anyway. 

PALPATINE: Good night, old friend. 

Sound: The door opens and shuts as Palpatine leaves. 

VALORUM: All right Sei, put it on holo. 

Sound: A holographic image rezzes into existence. 

VALORUM: Hello again, your Highness. And before you 
ask, Tm afraid I can't offer you any better news at this 
point. 

AMIDALA: (cold and angry) Chancellor, I have been 
hearing this out of you for weeks. Does it truly take so long 
for the Senate to decide whether or not to help one of its' 
own member worlds?? Gods forbid they ever had to decide 
against an attack from outside the Republic... 

VALORUM: Your Highness, I truly wish there were a 
way I could expedite matters. But I've done all I can do. So 
has your senator. At this point, matters simply have to take 
their course - 

AMIDALA: That is unacceptable. Unemployment and 
crime is skyrocketing in our cities. Our Royal Security Force 
is being pushed past their limits to maintain order. 
Starvation is beginning to appear in the smaller villages! 

VALORUM: (exasperated) I know this, I know. What 
would you have me do? Directly order the Senate to repeal 
the tax? Issue some executive order to repeal it? I don't 
have the power, or the right! 

AMIDALA: Know this. Chancellor. I am holding you 
personally responsible for the suffering of my people. Find a 
way to end this blockade now, before you become known as 
the Chancellor who taxed an entire planet to death. 

Sound: The holoimage fades away. 

VALORUM: (to himself, frustrated) There must be a way. 
Somehow... (beat) Perhaps ambassadors, like Palpatine 



said? No, no, it wouldn't help...or would it? Perhaps...not 
regular ambassadors, but... 

Sound: A few buttons are pressed. A beep. 

SEI TARIA: Yes, Chancellor? 

VALORUM: I'd like a channel to the Jedi Temple, please. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-5 INTERIOR - JEDI TEMPLE - QUI-GON'S 
QUARTERS - NIGHT 

Sound: The humming and whirring of Qui-Gon's 
lightsaber blade as it arcs through the air, blocking laser 
bolts bred by hissing target remotes. 

QUI-GON: (to himself) The Force is my ally. The Force 
gives me knowledge. The Force gives me strength. I give 
the Force life. I believe in the Force...as it believes in me. 

Sound: Qui-Gon blocks two bolts at once, creating a 
strange "echo" effect. 

QUI-GON: Through meditation, the Jedi learns how to 
contact the Force. Through training, the Jedi learns how to 
control the Force. Through the lightsaber, the Jedi learns to 
let the Force contact and control him. Through diplomacy 
and peacekeeping, the Force acts through the Jedi. 
Together, the Jedi and the Force are unstoppable. 

Sound: A tone from a door. Qui-Gon deactivates his 
lightsaber, and the hissing movements of the target drones 
stop. 

QUI-GON: Target drones, return to your station. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks to the door as the target drones 
hiss away. With the push of a button, the door opens and 
Mace Windu walks in. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Master Windu. 

MACE: Mace, please. I hope I haven't caught you at a 
bad time. 



QUI-GON: (as the door closes) I was just practicing with 
target drones. 

MACE: Always in lightsaber practice. The way of the Jedi 
is a spiritual discipline as well as a physical one. Do you 
ever take the time to meditate? 

QUI-GON: Sometimes, when I feel the need to. 
Otherwise, I simply sleep like other people. 

MACE: You should learn to be more mindful of the 
Unifying Force, Qui-Gon. Your predilection for the Living 
Force may one day be your undoing. 

QUI-GON: Is that a prophecy. Master? 

MACE: No, just friendly advice. Relax, Qui-Gon. This 
isn't the Council chamber, and you're with a friend. 

QUI-GON: What did you want to speak to me about? 

MACE: Off the record...the Council has been discussing 
your apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

QUI-GON: What about him? 

MACE: Well, he is twenty-five years old now. At that age, 
both you and I were knighted and training our first 
apprentices. But he still hasn't faced the trials of 
knighthood yet. 

QUI-GON: It is, of course, up to the Council to decide 
when he faces those trials. And you are senior member. 

MACE: True. We believe he is indeed almost ready. In a 
month, perhaps two. But there are a couple of things we 
would like you to concentrate on with him. 

QUI-GON: Such as his insensitivity to the present, the 
things and people around him not pertinent to whatever 
mission he's on. I've noted that myself, and I've been 
working with him on that. 

MACE: That too. But we also sense he is impatient, and 
growing restless with the slow pace of his training. He 



tends to take his frustrations out on his sparring partners 
here at the Temple. Is he the same out in the field? 

QUI-GON: Yes. He is tempered and focused when 
dealing with matters of negotiation and judgment, but 
fierce and unrelenting in battle. Too fierce, I worry. 

MACE: That leaves him vulnerable to the temptation of 
the Dark Side, and he must resist that if he is to pass the 
trials. 

QUI-GON: Yes. I will do what I can, of course. 

MACE: That is all we ask. 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

QUI-GON: A message for me? Computer, activate 
holographic imager. 

MACE: Til leave if it's private - 

QUI-GON: No, that's not necessary. 

Sound: A holographic image crackles to life. 

QUI-GON: Chancellor. I bow before you and swear my 
allegiance. 

MACE: And I too. 

Sound: The rustling of cloth as the two Jedi bow. 

VALORUM: Please, get up, Jedi. You have no need for 
such ceremony around me. Qui-Gon, I trust you are well? 

QUI-GON: I am. 

VALORUM: Master Windu, I'm glad you are here as 
well. I want you to relay to the Council what I am about to 
tell you. 

MACE: We are listening. 

VALORUM: Nearly a month ago, an emergency 
situation erupted on the Outer Rim world of Naboo... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 


SCENE 2-6 INTERIOR - JEDI TEMPLE - SAME 



Sound: Holoimage fades in, indicating change in time 
but not location. 

VALORUM: ...the morning after the blockade began. 
Senator Dod repeated Gunray's ultimatum and formally 
moved to repeal BR-0371. I made no move to block the 
motion, and I freely allowed the Senate to decide the best 
course of action. But even without my direct involvement, 
the discussions on whether or not to repeal has taken time. 
Too much time. 

QUI-GON: Time the people of Naboo do not have. 

VALORUM: You understand then, my wish to see this 
crisis resolved as quickly as possible? 

MACE: We do. 

VALORUM: Qui-Gon Jinn, although you have served me 
with distinction at Ord Mantell, Eriadu, and elsewhere, I 
will deny I sent you should matters come to worst. This will 
be without the knowledge and authorization of the Senate. 
You are free to refuse if you wish, and I will not think the 
less of you if you do. 

QUI-GON: I understand. But it is not the Jedi's way to 
stand by idly while injustice is being committed. I volunteer 
- gladly - for this mission. 

VALORUM: I knew I could count on you. Master Jinn, 
you are welcome to as many of the Republic's resources as 
you deem necessary. 

QUI-GON: All I need is a ship. And information on Naboo 
and the current state of the Trade Federation. 

VALORUM: I shall have the Corellian light cruiser 
Radiant VII put at your disposal. I believe you have used 
that vessel before. And Til have a full briefing sent to you en 
route to Naboo. Leave tonight, and you should be there by 
morning two days later. 



MACE: And if the Senate has this issue resolved by 
then? 

VALORUM: I very seriously doubt that will be the case. 
Master Windu. 

QUI-GON: I shall leave in an hour, then. 

MACE: And I shall inform the High Council of the 
situation. Rest assured, you have our full support. 

VALORUM: Thank you, Mace. May the Force be with 
you. 

MACE: And with you. 

Sound: The holographic image fades. 

QUI-GON: Til start packing. Obi-Wan is still out in the 
city, searching for Bondara and Assant - if he isn't back by 
the time I go, see to it he's watched over. 

MACE: I think it better if you wait and take him with 
you. You've left him here many a time to go on missions like 
these, and I know it bothers him. He can't learn if he stays 
here, you see. 

QUI-GON: (beat) No, he can't. You're right Master, I'll 
take him. A diplomatic mission would be good practice for 
him, in ways of patience and attention to small details. 

MACE: Then I'll leave you to your packing. Qui-Gon...be 
careful. 

QUI-GON: I always am. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 2-7 INTERIOR REPUBLIC CRUISER - TRAVEL 
POD 

Sound: The interior hum of the Republic Cruiser A 
power door opens with a "whoosh", and a single pair of 
footsteps walk up. 

QUI-GON: Good morning, Obi-Wan. 



OBI-WAN: Good morning. Master. I brought our 
breakfast. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. (sits down as Obi-Wan lays out the 
plates) Tve already sent your report on the deaths of 
Master Bondara and Learner Assant to the Council. 

OBI-WAN: Thank you. Master. 

QUI-GON: You're up and about early. Still bothered 
about finding them dead? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. What I felt there at the scene...it was... 
terrible. 

QUI-GON: Even Jedi are not invincible. 

OBI-WAN: That's not what I mean. There was...a feeling 
in the Force at the scene that I've never felt before. Very 
disturbed, very twisted. 

QUI-GON: It was the Dark Side you felt. 

OBI-WAN: Yes. But...I've never felt it so strongly before. 
It permeated the air... 

QUI-GON: Be calm, my student. Remember, fear is a 
way to the Dark Side. It can only affect you if you let it. 
Release your fear, and the Dark Side loses its' grip. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. 

QUI-GON: Have you reviewed the dossier on Naboo like 
I asked? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. We must thank Chancellor 
Valorum for sending this to us. 

QUI-GON: I already did when he transmitted it. 

OBI-WAN: As far as why the Federation is doing this. 
I'm afraid I'm as stumped as you are. Naboo has a unique 
energy source - a plasma energy drawn from the core - but 
that's about all it does have. 

QUI-GON: Indeed. 

OBI-WAN: I can't understand why they would open defy 
the Republic like this. Surely they know what would 



happen... 

QUI-GON: Much has changed since the days of old. The 
Republic only has a skeletal security force. There aren't as 
many Jedi as before. And after such recent fiascoes as the 
loss of the Katana fleet and the Yinchorri uprising, many 
outside forces are feeling bolder. 

OBI-WAN: Matters must be bad to have Neimoidians 
feeling this bold. I was always under the impression that 
they were just as cowardly as they were greedy. Exactly 
how are we going to make the Viceroy agree to negotiate? 
Outside of a veiled threat, I don't think we have much 
leverage. 

QUI-GON: All we need to do is to get them talking. By 
sending us. Chancellor Valorum is hoping we'll catch 
something other diplomats can't. 

OBI-WAN: Like perhaps why they've resorting to a 
blockade? 

QUI-GON: Exactly. By using that veiled threat, 
something might slip out of their mouths before they realize 
it. 

OBI-WAN: And if they call our bluff - or should I say the 
Chancellor's bluff - what then? 

QUI-GON: That...will be up to the Chancellor and the 
Senate. 

Sound: The beeping of a ship's intercom. 

CAPTAIN: Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, please 
report to the main cockpit. We are leaving hyperspace in 
one minute. 

QUI-GON: Come on, Obi-Wan. I want to speak to the 
Viceroy personally. 

Sound: Fade out 



SCENE 2-8 INTERIOR REPUBLIC CRUISER - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit sounds. Static as communications link is 
established. 

CAPTAIN MADAKOR: Freighter Saa'kak, this is 
Radiant VII of the Republic Diplomatic Corps, Captain 
Arden Madakor speaking. Please acknowledge. 

DOEINE: (on comm) This is Captain Daultay Dofine of 
the Saa'kak, speaking for the Trade Federation. We are 
surprised by your visit. May we ask what the purpose of 
your arrival is? 

CAPTAIN MADAKOR: We are carrying two 
ambassadors from Supreme Chancellor Valorum. They wish 
to speak to Viceroy Nute Gunray concerning the blockade 
of this system. 

DOFINE: I see. Wait a few moments. Captain, while I 
inform the Viceroy. 

Sound: The beeping of the comlink. 

QUI-GON: And so it begins... 

OBI-WAN: Will they allow us to board, or will they 
simply make us wait in orbit? 

CAPTAIN: WeVe sent the proper protocol and 
recognition codes. They'd be risking an incident by refusing 
us. 

OBI-WAN: How many freighters are out there? 

CAPTAIN: Hang on. (checks instruments) About fifty. All 
in strategic orbital positions. 

OBI-WAN: Do the sensors indicate anything unusual 
about them? Energy readings? 

CAPTAIN: I can't get a good reading. They must have 
sensor dampers in place. 

Sound: The crackle of the comlink. 



NUTE: Greetings to the honorable Republic diplomats. I 
am Viceroy Nute Gunray of the Trade Federation. I would 
ask, as a matter of protocol, if all communications between 
us be kept on visual only. 

OBI-WAN: They're asking us to wait outside, not telling 
us. 

QUI-GON: Hmm. Perhaps stalling for time? 

CAPTAIN: The Ambassadors were told they would get to 
speak to you in person. Viceroy. 

NUTE: Ah...well. Captain, I am a very busy person, as 
you can imagine... 

QUI-GON: Captain? 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir? 

QUI-GON: Tell them we wish to board at once. 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir. With all due respect for the Trade 
Federation, the Ambassadors for the Supreme Chancellor 
wish to board immediately. 

NUTE: Yes, yes, of course...ahhh...as you know, our 
blockade is perfectly legal, and we'd be happy to receive 
the Ambassadors...Happy to. 

Sound: The comlink deactivates. 

CAPTAIN: They've lowered their shields. I'm receiving 
docking coordinates. Bring us in. Lieutenant Williams. 

LIEUTENANT: Yes, Captain. Beginning final approach... 

OBI-WAN: So far, the bluff appears to be working. 

QUI-GON: We haven't even begun the bluff yet. As far as 
they know, they're hosting a pair of regular diplomats. 

OBI-WAN: Do we disabuse them of that notion? 

QUI-GON: Perhaps. Come on - I want to disembark the 
moment we've docked. Captain, contact the Chancellor and 
inform him that we have arrived. 

CAPTAIN: Yes, sir. We'll be docking momentarily. 



Sound: The roar of the Republic cruiser's engines, as it 
moves in to a landing inside the Federation battleship's 
docking bay. 

SCENE 2-9 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CORRIDOR 

Sound: The hum of the battleship's corridor The engines 
of the Republic Cruiser, muffled by a door, die out in the far 
distance. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Well, there they are. Diplomats from the 
Republic. Maybe now we will get some idea what is going 
on, and why we are blockading this small planet, eh OHM- 
536? 

OHM-536: 1 am not programmed to speculate. 

Sound: An elevator door opens, and the metallic 
footsteps of a droid clip-clop out. 

TC-14: Excuse me. This corridor does lead to the VIP 
hangar, does it not? 

NEIMOIDIAN: Yes, it does. Just put yourself over there 
by the door. Tm sure the passengers will be out shortly. 

TC-14: Thank you very much, sir. 

Sound: The droid clip-clops out into the distance. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Whoever the diplomats are, they must be 
important if the Viceroy sent one of those useless protocol 
gearheads to greet them. I swear, those things can try even 
an Ithorian's patience. I bet you'd love to blast every one of 
those you see, eh? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed to love. 

NEIMOIDIAN: (sigh) T d find a better conversation with 
a young Neimoidian grub. 

Sound: The door opens. Two sets of human footprints 
come up. 



QUI-GON: Greetings, droid. Please lead us to the 
Viceroy. 

TC-14: r m TC-14 at your service. This way please. 

Sound: The two human footprints (and one droid one) 
move off down the hallway. 

NEIMOIDIAN: (alarmed) Did you see that? Two robed 
and hooded people...that is not standard diplomat uniform, 
is it? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed in fashion knowledge. 

NEIMOIDIAN: I have heard the Viceroy speaks 
privately with a robed and hooded figure. Whenever he 
finishes speaking, he retires to his quarters until he can 
calm down again. I can think of only one kind of person who 
inspires that much fear. Those "diplomats"...they can only 
be Jedi. That's trouble, don't you think? 

OHM-536: I am not programmed to think. 

NEIMOIDIAN: You are worthless as something to talk 
to! What are you programmed for?!? 

OHM-536: To follow the orders of the central command 
computer. 

NEIMOIDIAN: And those are? 

OHM-536: To capture and destroy. 

NEIMOIDIAN: Capture and destroy...? What kind of 
security droid are you? 

OHM-536: Wait...consulting computer...er...um...I am 
not allowed to answer that question. 

SCENE 2-10 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
ANOTHER CORRIDOR 

Sound: The hum of an elevator It grows louder, then 
stops. Elevator doors open, and the two sets of human 
footsteps (and the one droid one) steps out and walks. 



OBI-WAN: Your automation facilities must be very 
advanced. Tve only seen four Neimoidians so far. 

TC-14: It is one of the Federation's great strengths, sir. 
It allows the living members of the Federation time to plan 
and supervise. 

OBI-WAN: Hmm. 

QUI-GON: Where is the command center from here? 

TC-14: Inside the central sphere. But the Viceroy will 
meet you in a conference room on this level, on the outer 
port deck. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) What are you thinking about. 
Master? 

QUI-GON: I 've sensed the same thought in the few 
Neimoidians we've seen so far. "Why are we here? Why are 
we doing this?" Is it possible only the Viceroy knows why 
this blockade is here? 

OBI-WAN: Is it possible the Viceroy is acting on his own, 
now that the directorate is no longer around to override 
him? 

QUI-GON: Too many questions, and no answers - 

Sound: The far-off sound of a door closing. 

OBI-WAN: Master! Did you see th— 

QUI-GON: What? What did you see? 

OBI-WAN: I thought...TC-14, what is beyond that door? 

TC-14: That door? It is merely a storage area. We are 
currently carrying cargo meant for Naboo that we will 
resell. Please, follow me... 

Sound: The droid clip-clops off again. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) For a brief second. Master...it 
looked like one of what the dossier described as "battle 
droids." Thin, tan-colored, skeletal. And with a blaster rifle 
in its' hand. 



QUI-GON: (whisper) Could be just a security droid. 
They're similar enough. There were certainly plenty of them 
out in the hangar. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) A Neimoidian spotted me and shut 
the door before I could get a better look at what was in the 
room. Tm not sure, but I think there were more of them in 
there. Much more. 

QUI-GON: Hmm. 

TC-14: Ah. Here we are. 

Sound: A door opens. 

TC-14: This way ambassadors... 

SCENE 2-11 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CONEERENCE ROOM 

Sound: The three sets of footsteps walk up. 

TC-14: I hope your honored sirs will be most 
comfortable here. My master will be with you shortly. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, TC-14. 

Sound: The droid clip-clops off. The door closes. 

QUI-GON: Well, I suggest we make ourselves 
comfortable, Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: I have a bad feeling about this. 

QUI-GON: I don't sense anything. 

OBI-WAN: It's not about the mission. Master. It's 
some thing... else where... elusive. But also familiar. 

QUI-GON: Coruscant? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. I still can't understand how a Master and 
his apprentice could be defeated so easily, without a trace 
of their killer... 

QUI-GON: Don't center on your anxiety, Obi-Wan. Keep 
your concentration here and now where it belongs. 

OBI-WAN: But Master Yoda says I should be mindful of 
the future, of the Unifying Force - 



QUI-GON: ...but not at the expense of the moment. Be 
mindful of the Living Force, my young Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master, (pause) How do you think the 
trade viceroy will deal with the Chancellor's demands? 

QUI-GON: These Federation types are cowards. The 
negotiations will be short. 

OBI-WAN: I feel so...uneasy. Master, may I contact the 
ship? 

QUI-GON: (sigh) If you must. 

Sound: The comlink is activated. 

CAPTAIN: This is the Radiant VII. 

OBI-WAN: Captain Madakor, have you had any luck 
getting past those sensor dampers yet? 

CAPTAIN: Not yet. We'll let you know if we do. 

OBI-WAN: Very well. Obi-Wan out. (comlink deactivates) 
So now what do we do? 

QUI-GON: Now we sit down, and we wait. 

SCENE 2-12 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Bridge sounds. The chatter of droids. The hiss of 
the bridge door opening. 

TEY HOW: Viceroy on the bridge! 

NUTE: (walking up) Really, Tey How. You do not need to 
do that every time I enter. 

DOEINE: Forgive her. Viceroy Gunray. Her data goggles 
make her seem smarter than she actually is. 

NUTE: I see. Have the Ambassadors docked yet? 

DOEINE: Yes, they have. They're waiting in one of the 
conference rooms now. 

NUTE: I can't understand it. The last I had heard, the 
Senate was hopelessly deadlocked. How could they send 
anyone? 



DOFINE: The Chancellor must have sent them himself. 
He is threatening us! 

NUTE: Calm down. Captain! Who are the ambassadors? 
Have they been identified? 

DOFINE: I have TC-14 down there with them. Once they 
are situated, she will come up here and tell us who they are. 

Sound: The door opens again. 

DOFINE: Ah, here she is now. 

TC-14: Greetings, Captain. Greetings, Viceroy. 

DOFINE: Have you learned anything about our visitors? 

TC-14: They are very anxious to speak to the Viceroy. 
They are Jedi Knights, I believe. 

NUTE: (shaken) What?!? What did you say? 

TC-14: The Ambassadors are Jedi Knights, I believe. The 
younger one referred to the older one as "Master." And my 
infrared vision mode showed objects hidden under their 
robes. Objects consistent with Jedi lightsabers. 

DOFINE: I knew it! They were sent to force a 
settlement. Blind me, we're done for! 

NUTE: Stay calm! Til wager the Senate isn't aware of 
the Supreme Chancellor's moves here. Go distract them. I 
will contact Lord Sidious. 

DOFINE: Are you brain dead? I've heard the tales about 
them - mind readers and magicians! I'm not going in there 
with two Jedi! 

NUTE: They're not leaving until they talk with me in 
person! Just buy me a few minutes, Daultay. 

DOFINE: Send the droid. She can keep them occupied. 

TC-14: (beat, then squeaky sigh) Very well, sir. I am on 
my way. 

NUTE: Give them some refreshments while they are 
waiting. That will give us some more time. Tey How, 
summon Rune Haako to the bridge at once. 



TEY HOW: Yes, Viceroy. 

SCENE 2-13 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CONEERENCE ROOM 

Sound: Conference room sounds. The door opens and 
closes, and the clip-clop of droid footsteps. 

QUI-GON: Is the Viceroy ready to speak to us? 

TC-14: r m afraid not. Ambassador. Important matters 
are detaining him at the moment. 

OBI-WAN: This strikes me as rather rude of the Viceroy. 
He is aware of who sent us? 

TC-14: The Viceroy is aware, and he regrets the delay. 
Please, relax here until he arrives. I have brought fresh caf. 
May I...? 

QUI-GON: No, we're fine. 

OBI-WAN: Is it in their nature to make us wait this long? 
QUI-GON: No...I sense an unusual amount of fear for 
something as trivial as this trade dispute. 

OBI-WAN: You're starting to sense it now too, aren't 
you? That strange, dark feeling? 

QUI-GON: (beat) Perhaps you'd better try the ship 
again. Obi-Wan. Thank you, droid. We need nothing else. 
You can leave now. 

TC-14: I have been ordered to stay in here, and see to 
your needs. A drink for you...Obi-Wan, is it? 

OBI-WAN: Master? 

QUI-GON: Never mind the ship, for now. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, I'll have a drink. Thank you. 

QUI-GON: Me too... 


SCENE 2-14 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 



Sound: Bridge sounds. The crackle of a holographic 
image forming. 

NUTE: Greetings, My Lord. 

RUNE: Greetings, Lord Sidious. 

DOEINE: Greetings. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: This had better be good. Viceroy. I 
was busy on other matters. What is it? 

NUTE: The Chancellor has sent ambassadors to force a 
settlement. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes, I know. 

NUTE: They are...Jedi!! 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (a reverent whisper) Jedi? Are you 
sure? 

NUTE: They have been identified. My Lord. Two of them. 
One with long brown hair and a beard... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Qui Gonjinn. 

NUTE: And the other, a younger one, with short hair, a 
braid, and clean shaven... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Obi-Wan Kenobi. The same two who 
interfered in our deal with the Bartokk assassins months 
ago. So, the Chancellor is growing suspicious of our 
actions... 

DOEINE: This scheme of yours has failed. Lord Sidious. 
The blockade is finished! We dare not go against the Jedi. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You seem more worried about the 
Jedi than you are of me. Define. I am amused. Viceroy! 

NUTE: Yes, My Lord? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I don't want this stunted slime in my 
sight again...do you understand? 

NUTE: Yes, My Lord. Captain Define, leave us. 

DOEINE: (moving off) You don't have to tell me twice... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: This turn of events is unfortunate, 
but not fatal. We must accelerate our plans. Viceroy. Begin 



landing your troops. 

NUTE: Ahhh, My Lord, is that...legal? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I will MAKE it legal. 

NUTE: And...the Jedi?? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Chancellor should have never 
brought them into this. Kill them immediately. Destroy their 
ship. 

NUTE: M-My Lord, L..that is rather....extreme action, 
isn't it? The Republic will - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Don't worry about the Republic - 
worry about me. Who was it who gave you the planet 
Dorvalla? 

NUTE: Y-you, My Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Who was it who arranged for you to 
take control of the Federation by killing the entire 
Federation protectorate at that summit on Eriadu? 

NUTE: You. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Who was it who arranged for the 
Hutts to arm your ships with Baktoid and Colicoid-designed 
droid soldiers? 

NUTE: You, My Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: What I gave, I can just as easily take 
away. Just as I did with your late associate. Hath Monchar. 

NUTE: Th-that was you?\? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes. So I don't want to hear any more 
about whether my orders to you are legal or not. 
Understood? Carry out my commands. 

NUTE: Ye...yes. My Lord. As you wish. 

Sound: The hologram sound hisses and fades away. 

RUNE: Is he insane? Destroying a Republic vessel? 

NUTE: What choice do we have?!? You heard him - he 
can have us both killed! 



RUNE: Wonderful. We are trapped with a Sith Lord on 
one side, and the Republic on the other! The Senate will 
want our heads for certain... 

NUTE: The Senate need never know. And if they do, the 
Chancellor will be in just as much trouble as us. Tey How, 
activate the anti-pirate weaponry inside the docking bay. 
Aim for the engines - I don't want to give them a chance to 
raise shields or defend themselves. 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir. 

SCENE 2-15 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CONEERENCE ROOM 

OBI-WAN: Master, it's been close to twenty minutes. 
This is stretching politeness to the limit. 

QUI-GON: r m afraid I must agree. TC-14, go back and 
tell the Viceroy that we demand an immediate - 

Sound: The comlink beeps. 

OBI-WAN: Hold on. Yes? 

CAPTAIN: (on comlink) Obi-Wan, we've managed to 
break the sensor dampening. This freighter isn't a 
freighter!! It's well shielded and armed to the teeth! We're 
reading hidden turbolaser cannons on the outside of the 
ship, numerous starfighters in various hangars inside - 

PILOT: (on comlink) CAPTAIN!? LOOK!! There's 
something coming out of the hangar's roof! 

CAPTAIN: (on comlink) It looks like.... a turbolaser!! 
RAISE SH - 

Sound: Over the comlink, the report of turbolaser fire. 
The dying screams of the Captain and Pilot are cut off by 
the sound of a huge explosion - also cut off as the ship is 
destroyed and the comlink connection broken. The 
conference room rumbles from the shock wave of the 
explosion. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan leap to their feet, igniting 



their lightsabers in one motion. TC-14 drops the tray, and it 
clatters on the floor 

TC-14: Ahhhh...sorry, sir. The Viceroy... 

OBI-WAN: They've destroyed our ship! 

QUI-GON: Quiet!! Listen! 

Sound: A faint hissing sound can be heard. 

QUI-GON: That smell...Dioxis! Hold your breath, Obi- 
Wan! They're trying to poison us! 

QUI-GON AND OBI-WAN: EACH TAKE IN A DEEP 
BREATH. 

Sound: The hissing sound grows louder, and the Jedi 
extinguish their lightsabers. Fade out and music up for 
transition. 

SCENE 2-16 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
HALLWAY 

Sound: Hallway noises. The numerous clip-clops of droid 
footsteps. 

OWO-1: SSA-1015, we have arrived. 

SSA-1015: I see there are eight of you, as ordered. Set 
blaster rifles to full. 

BATTLE DROIDS: Roger Roger. 

Sound: The fizzling of a hologram. 

NUTE: (filtered) We have you on our viewscreen. 
Captain. 

SSA-1015: Viceroy. My troops are in position to deal 
with the Jedi. 

NUTE: The room has been filled with gas for fifteen 
minutes. They must be dead by now. Move in and destroy 
what is left of them. 

SSA-1015: Understood, Viceroy. 

Sound: The hologram fades off. 

SSA-1015: Opening the door. Stay alert, troops... 



Sound: The door opens. The droids cock their weapons. 
After a long moment, the clip-clop of a droid's footsteps. 

TC-14: Oh, excuse me, Tm so sorry... 

SSA-1015: Out of the way, protocol droid. Check it out. 
Corporal OWO-1. We'll cover you. 

OWO-1: Roger roger. 

Sound: The droid steps forward a little. 

OWO-1: My visual receptors are not reading any 
movement. 

SSA-1015: Troops, move in! 

Sound: Two lightsabers igniting. 

SSA-1015: Uh oh.... blast them! 

Sound: A cacophony of laser bolts and the hum of 
lightsabers. Sparking noises as the bolts are deflected. 

SCENE 2-17 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: The lightsabers and laser bolts are filtered on a 
holo screen. 

NUTE: What is that noise I am hearing? OWO-1, What is 
happening?!? 

OWO-1: Something is wrong. Viceroy. Not sure exactly 
what... 

Sound: The hum of a lightsaber, and the "death scream" 
of OWO-1. Suddenly the holo transmission goes to static. 

NUTE: What in blazes is going on down there? 

TEY HOW: We've lost the transmission, sir! Internal 
sensors indicate Captain OWT-14 and all eight troops have 
been destroyed. 

NUTE: The Jedi?!? They can't still be alive! 

RUNE: Have you ever encountered a Jedi Knight before, 
sir? 



NUTE: Well, not exactly, but I don't...(panicked) Seal off 
the bridge! 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir. Closing doors now. 

RUNE: That won't be enough. 

Sound: The doors to the bridge slam shut. 

NUTE: I want droidekas up here at once!!! 

TEY HOW: Destroyer droids are being dispatched to 
bridge level, sir. 

RUNE: We will not survive this... 

NUTE: Rune, shut up!!! Captain Define, put the entire 
ship on alert! Put as many battle droids between the 
conference room and the bridge as you can! 

DOEINE: Til see to it at once!! 

Sound: A rising alarm wail. 

TEY HOW: Sir, we have them on visual. They are 
heading for a turbolift. 

RUNE: Incredible. Those lightsabers...they are cutting 
through our droids as though they were made of cloth... 

NUTE: Stupid droids!! Can't you hit two men?!? 

RUNE: Look at how the Jedi are moving! Every laser 
bolt the droids fire is being deflected back at them! Tve 
never seen any human move so fast... 

NUTE: You sound like you are admiring them! Whose 
side are you on?!? 

TEY HOW: They have entered the lift. They have 
programmed it to go to the bridge level. 

NUTE: Freeze the lift! 

TEY HOW: Done, sir. Visual switching to elevator 
interior. 

Sound: The filtered hum of a lightsaber, and cutting 
sounds. 

NUTE: What are they doing? Cutting the elevator roof 
open...do they intend to climb all the way up to the bridge 



level? 

RUNE: It would take too long. 

DOFINE: Til send battle droids to level three. They can 
shoot down at the Jedi - 

NUTE: Wait!! What are they...they're flying?!? Nobody 
said Jedi could fly! 

DOFINE: I thought they were human... 

TEY HOW: Viceroy I am reading a massive wind reading 
inside the elevator shaft... 

RUNE: That must be how they are doing it! Levitating 
on the wind! I told you they were magicians!! 

NUTE: Only the older one is levitating - the younger one 
is holding on to his side. But what is the younger one 
doing...? There is nothing in his hand, why is he pointing it 
at the elevator door? 

TEY HOW: Sir, a malfunction in turbolift door 17. It is 
opening without being commanded - 

NUTE: And the Jedi are stepping through!! They're on 
our level now! Are the droidekas outside the bridge yet? 

TEY HOW: Not yet. 

RUNE: The Colicoids said those droidekas were 
unstoppable, even against Jedi. They'd better be worth the 
money we paid on them... 

DOFINE: We have twenty droids in position. They'll all 
rush the Jedi at once. Even they cannot withstand that - 

Sound: The far-off sound of lightsabers, droid screams, 
laser bolts, and cutting noises. 

NUTE: I don't believe this!! Your droids are 
incompetent!! 

DOFINE: My droids?!? You're the one who brought 
them aboard - 

RUNE: Captain, leave us!! You are worthless! 



DOFINE: (moving off) It doesn't matter, we're all about 
to die anyway... 

RUNE: They're about to reach the door... 

OBI-WAN: (filtered through speakers) Get away from 
us! GO BACK!! 

Sound: The wails of three droids as they're flung 
through the air and crash to the ground. 

NUTE: Did you see that?!? He just threw out his hand, 
and the droids were knocked back ten feet! But by what? I 
didn't see anything! 

RUNE: How many times must I say it, they are 
magicians! We are doomed! 

NUTE: They'll need their magic if they hope to open that 
door! It's no elevator door, it is five-inches thick durasteel! 

QUI-GON: (filtered) Obi-Wan, cover me! 

OBI-WAN: (filtered) Yes, Master! 

Sound: The lightsaber begins to cut through the door 
like a blowtorch. The door sizzles and hisses as the blade 
cuts through it. 

NUTE: No.... no...Ill 

RUNE: What are those swords of theirs made of?!? I've 
never heard of anything cutting through durasteel like 
that!! 

QUI-GON: (through the hole) Viceroy Gunray, you have 
a lot of explaining to do! 

NUTE: We need more protection!! Close the blast 
doors!!! 

TEY HOW: Closing, sir! 

Sound: The huge, very thick blast door slams shut, 
followed by a second door, then a third. There is a hissing 
sound as the huge doors seal shut. 

NUTE: Hah! That will hold them! 




QUI-GON: (over speaker) Going to be that way about it, 
eh? 

Sound: A louder sizzling sound, as Qui-Gon stabs the 
door with his light saber and holds it there. 

NUTE: The door...it's glowing... 

RUNE: He's burning through the door's locks! They're 
still coming through! 

NUTE: Impossible!! This is impossible!! 

RUNE: They'll be in here any second!! Where are those 
droidekas?!? 

SCENE 2-18 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
HALLWAY - OUTSIDE BRIDGE 

OBI-WAN: Master, how much longer? 

QUI-GON: Another minute... 

Sound: Distant rolling noises, coming closer 

OBI-WAN: MASTER!! DESTROYERS!!! 

QUI-GON: Offhand, I'd say this mission is past the 
negotiation stage. 

OBI-WAN: They'll be out of wheel configuration in 
seconds! I don't think I can handle them alone... 

Sound: Qui-Gon removes his blade from the door 

QUI-GON: All right. I'm with you! 

Sound: The droids convert into battle configuration. 

P-59: Targets sighted. Open fire. 

Sound: A shower of laser fire, which the Jedi deflect. 
Little pinging noises as the bolts hit shields, and sparking 
noises as the bolts rebound onto the ceiling, walls and floor. 

OBI-WAN: Big metal bugs... 

QUI-GON: Focus, Obi-Wan! Keep your guard up! 

OBI-WAN: (frustrated growl) They have shield 
generators! I can't even dent them! 



QUI-GON: It's a standoff! It's no good - we can't fight 
these things and go for the Viceroy as well! Let's go! 

OBI-WAN: Race you! 

Sound: A whistling sound and two running sets of 
footsteps unnaturally speeded up. The footsteps and 
lightsaber hums fade into the distance. Blasting noises as 
the droidekas' lasers hit the door. 

P-59: Cease fire! Targets are moving too fast for motion 
sensors to get a weapons lock. 

P-60: Switch to bio-tracking...There they are! Open fire! 

QUI-GON: (far off) Through here, Obi-Wan! This way!! 

Sound: The droidekas continue to fire, walking as they 
do. 

NARRATOR: With frightening speed, what began as a 
mere protest of tax laws has turned into a planet's battle for 
survival. Chased through a maze-like battleship, Qui-Gon 
Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi find themselves in a situation they 
could never have predicted - or may be able to do anything 
about. With no ship to escape to, they are only two men 
against the onslaught of thousands of unfeeling, 
unrelenting battle droids. And only the mysterious Darth 
Sidious knows why this is happening, or where it may 
lead... 

Music: Closing theme up under credits. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER THREE: 

“DANGEROUS WATERS" 

CAST: (in chronological 

SOUND/FX 

order) 

ROLES: 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Peko-Peko 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 

Nuna 

Hangar Control Droid 

Falumpaset 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Kaadu 

Tey How 

Colo Claw Fish 

Lieutenant Rune Haako 

Sando Aqua 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Monster 

Senator Augustus Palpatine 
Captain Gordon Panaka 

RSF Sergeant 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Royal Guard 

Battle Droid OOM-9 

MTT Droid Pilot 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Captain Tarpals 

Gungan Guard 

Gungan Scout 

Boss Nass 

Rep Teers 

Rep Noosos 

Opee Sea Killer 



Darth Sidious 

Battle Droid Commander 

Naboo Woman 

Naboo Girl 

Sabe 

Battle Droid 

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Three - 
"Dangerous Waters." 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. The Trade Federation, a 
powerful shipping conglomerate, has now put the 
Republic's right to govern to the test. Placing a large 
blockade of battleships in orbit over the small fringe world 
of Naboo, the Federation is openly challenging the 
Republic's authority to place a heavy tax on interstellar 
trade routes - routes where the Federation reigns supreme. 
Taking the greatest risk of his career. Supreme Chancellor 
Finis Valorum sent two ambassadors to Naboo in an 
attempt to end the blockade without bloodshed. 

SCENE 3-1 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
MAIN BAY 

Sound: Hanger noises. The clicking of droids moving 
around. A loud clang and hum as the troop transports open. 

NARRATOR: But goaded on from behind the scenes by 
a mysterious robed figure named Darth Sidious, the 
Federation is now going from blockade to outright attack. 
The ambassadors - Jedi Knights Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan 



Kenobi - now find themselves the target of the Federation's 
lethal army of battle droids... 

HANGAR CONTROL DROID: (under other dialogue) 
Attention all Neimoidian crew - Evacuate main hangars 
now. Final loading begins now. Platoons 41 through 80, 
report to main hangar now. Platoons 1 through 40, hold 
position and await loading onto MTT's for transport to 
planet surface. 

QUI-GON: Careful, Obi-Wan. Behind these crates. 

OBI-WAN: Look at this. The hangar is packed with 
droids...and all of them with a blaster rifle... 

QUI-GON: Battle droids. Thousands of them. And carrier 
vessels, hover tanks, troop transports?!? 

OBI-WAN: It's an invasion army... 

HANGAR CONTROL DROID: Attention. Loading of 114 
ATT hover tanks aboard Carrier 1 is now complete. Stand 
by to begin MTT troop transport loading. 

QUI-GON: This is an odd play for the Trade Federation. 
An unwarranted attack on a peaceful wo rid... they're asking 
for trouble with the Senate. 

OBI-WAN: Not to mention destroying a diplomatic 
vessel. That's an open act of war. 

QUI-GON: We've got to warn the Naboo somehow, and 
contact Chancellor Valorum. 

OBI-WAN: We'd better do it somewhere besides here. 

QUI-GON: Maybe we can hitch a ride with our friends 
down there. 

OBI-WAN: It's the least they can do, after the way 
they've treated us so far. 

QUI-GON: Let's split up. Those giant troop transports 
there - before they load onto the carrier, jump up to the top 
of one and flatten yourself against the roof. Stow aboard 



separate ships and meet down on the planet. Keep in touch 
by comlink. 

OBI-WAN: You were right about one thing. Master, 
(smirks) The negotiations were short. 

QUI-GON: Very funny Padawan. Now get going. 
Remember to stay hidden. 

OBI-WAN: All right. 

Sound: Obi-Wan runs out. 

HANGAR CONTROL DROID: Warning - All C 9979 
carrier vessels are now operating. Transports 1 through 11, 
stand by to begin loading aboard carrier vessel 1 ... 

SCENE 3-2 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

NUTE: Any luck in finding them? 

TEY HOW: None, sir. 

RUNE: They would make for the hangar bay. 

NUTE: I have already ordered extra troops around our 
shuttles. They will not be getting out that way. 

TEY HOW: Sir, a transmission from the planet. Source: 
The Royal Palace in the capitol city of Theed. 

NUTE: Put it on the viewscreen, Tey How. 

Sound: The viewscreen comes on. 

RUNE: It's Queen Amidala herself. 

NUTE: At last we are getting results... Again you come 
before me. Your Highness. And with your Governing Council 
seated around you, no less. The Federation is pleased. 

AMIDALA: You will not be pleased when you hear what I 
have to say. Viceroy. Your trade boycott of our planet has 
ended. 

NUTE: Oh? I was not aware of such a failure. 

AMIDALA: I have word that the Senate is finally voting 
on this blockade of yours. 



NUTE: (sarcastic) I take it you know the outcome, then. 
Sometimes I wonder why they bother to vote at all. 

AMIDALA: Enough of this pretense. Viceroy! I'm aware 
the Chancellor's Ambassadors are with you now, and that 
you have been commanded to reach a settlement. What is it 
to be? 

NUTE: I know nothing about any Ambassadors...you 
must be mistaken. 

AMIDALA: What? I have the word of the Chancellor 
himself, his Ambassadors arrived a half hour ago! 

NUTE: Then the Chancellor is mistaken. Or he is lying to 
you. Either one would not surprise me with him. 

AMIDALA: Beware, Viceroy... the Federation has gone 
too far this time. 

NUTE: Your Highness, we would never do anything 
without the approval of the Senate. You assume too much. 

AMIDALA: We will see. Queen Amidala out. 

Sound: The viewscreen crackles and dissolves into 
static. The viewscreen then deactivates. 

RUNE: She's right, the Senate will never - 

NUTE: It's too late now. Lord Sidious has ordered that 
we attack, and you know what will happen to us if we do 
not. 

RUNE: Do you think she suspects an attack? 

NUTE: I don't know, but I don't want to take any 
chances. We must move quickly to disrupt all 
communications down there. Tey How, are the carriers 
ready to launch? 

TEY HOW: Almost, Viceroy. The other battleships report 
their carriers will be ready to launch in fifteen minutes. 

NUTE: Begin launching then, as soon as we are ready. 
Start sending out interference signals... 

Music: Transition. 



SCENE 3-3 INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE 
ROOM 

Sound: The fizzling of a holographic image. 

PALPATINE: (echoing) Your Highness. I am surprised to 
hear from you this soon. Have the negotiations gone well? 

AMIDALA: That is the problem. Senator. The 
negotiations have yet to begin. 

PALPATINE: Indeed? 

AMIDALA: According to the Viceroy the Ambassadors 
have not yet arrived. Can you doublecheck with Chancellor 
Valorum as to their arrival time? 

PALPATINE: The negotiations haven't begun because 
the Ambassadors aren't there?!? How could that be true? I 
have assurances from the Chancellor...his Ambassadors did 
arrive. It must be the...get...negotiate...bassadors... 

Sound: The holographic "hum" fizzles, wavers, and fades 
away. 

AMIDALA: Senator Palpatine?!? Captain Panaka, what's 
happening? 

PANAKA: It could be an equipment malfunction. 
Sergeant, check the transmission generators. 

SARGEANT: Yes, sir. (activates comlink) Throne room to 
comm station, do you read? 

Sound: Static from the comlink. 

BIBBLE: (suspicion) A malfunction? So soon after the 
ambassadors disappear? 

PANAKA: You do have a point. It could be the 
Federation jamming us. Your Highness. 

HELA: Jamming? But why would they do that? 

SARGEANT: Your Highness, all I'm getting is static. 

PANAKA: Try the defense stations. 

SARGEANT: Throne room to defense stations, do you 
read? (static) Throne room to palace guards, do you read? 



(static) To anyone within the sound of my voice, please 
acknowledge this transmission! (static) Nothing, Captain 
Panaka. 

BIBBLE: A communications disruption can mean only 
one thing. Invasion. 

Sound: Startled gasp and muttering from the Council 
members. 

LUFTA: But why...?\? WeVe done nothing to them! 

AMIDALA: Don't jump to conclusions. Governor. The 
Federation would not dare go that far. 

PANAKA: The Senate would revoke their trade 
franchise, and they'd be finished. 

AMIDALA: We must continue to rely on negotiation. 

BIBBLE: Negotiation? We've lost all communications! 
And where are the Chancellor's ambassadors? How can we 
negotiate? We must prepare to defend ourselves. 

HUGO: This may just be a localized phenomenon. 
Governor Bibble! An ion storm, maybe - your Highness, if 
we ready our defenses, the Federation may feel provoked - 
and we may bring about the very situation we wish to avoid! 

PANAKA: This is a dangerous situation. Your Highness. 
Our security volunteers will be no match against a battle- 
hardened Federation army. 

AMIDALA: (cold and stiff) I will not condone a course of 
action that will lead us to war. 

BIBBLE: We can't just sit on our knees and pray we're 
not going to be attacked! 

PANAKA: (sour) I thought you were a pacifist. Governor. 

BIBBLE: (bristling) I'm also practical. Captain. Idealism 
has no place in a life-threatening crisis. 

AMIDALA: Well, I am a pacifist. And I will not provoke 
an attack. Governor. To me, war is abhorrent. 




Sound: The throne room door opens, and a man runs up, 
out of breath. 

AMIDALA: What is it, guard? 

GUARD: Tve just come...from the observatory. Our 
communications are down, we couldn't...couldn't warn... 

PANAKA: Easy, Lieutenant. Catch your breath. 

GUARD: On infrared, they just spotted.... several ships 
launching from the Federation freighters. Projections 
indicate they're heading for strategic positions all over the 
planet. They'll be on the ground in moments. They were... 
big. Winged vessels... 

PANAKA: Carrier vessels. 

GUARD: And...they were flanked by several tiny ships. 
Starfighter size. 

HELA: By the gods... 

BIBBLE: You see? 

PANAKA: What do we do. Your Highness? 

HUGO: A better question is...what can we do? 

HELA: We've got to evacuate the cities. Get people out 
into the fields and swamps - 

LUETA: How? The jamming's almost certainly cut off all 
communications between cities too! All those people...they 
have no idea what's coming... 

AMIDALA: Send Royal Security Force agents in 
landspeeders to as many cities as they can reach. Have 
them relay from me to the local governors that if our cities 
are attacked, that no one openly resists. 

PANAKA: Is that wise, your Highness? We don't know 
what the Federation's troops have in mind- 

AMIDALA: We will comport ourselves according to 
Republic law. If there is any breach of that law, it will be on 
their side. And they will have to answer to the Senate. 



PANAKA: I recommend that our most experienced RSF 
agents be sent outside the cities. If worse comes to worst, 
they can operate as a resistance movement. 

AMIDALA: I leave that in your hands. Captain. 

PANAKA: Very well. 

BIBBLE: You're putting an awful lot of faith in the 
Senate, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: It is not faith - it is certainty. The Republic 
will not turn its' back on one of its member worlds. 

BIBBLE: I pray you're right... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-4 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Bridge noises. The distant chatter of droids on 
comm frequencies. 

TEY HOW: Carrier vessels 12-18 launching now, sir. 
Droid starfighter escorts are in formation alongside them. 

DOEINE: The other battleships report successful 
landings in the southern hemisphere. Viceroy. 
Communication satellites have been launched, and the 
droids from our ship are responding to test signals from the 
central computer. 

NUTE: Order the captains of the other vessels to 
transfer droid control. 

DOEINE: Tey How, open a channel to the battleships. 

TEY HOW: Yes, sir. 

Sound: The beeping of a comm channel being opened. 

DOEINE: Attention, all Federation vessels. This is 
Captain Define of the Saa'kak. In thirty microns, all 
computer control of your droids are to be transferred over 
to my flagship. Acknowledge my signal. 



Sound: In the background, various Neimoidian captains 
begin to respond. 

RUNE: This is it. The first full-scale test of the central 
battle computer. Even in our testing exercises against 
pirates, we always had two other redundant computers. I 
hope this works. 

NUTE: It had better. We are taking an awful risk here. 

DOEINE: Twenty microns to activation... 

TEY HOW: Transmitters standing by. 

DOEINE: Evacuate non-essential decks. Prepare for 
power transfer. 

RUNE: Do you know what the programming is on the 
central computer. Viceroy? 

NUTE: It was programmed remotely by Lord Sidious. I 
am certain it will be up to the task, however. 

DOEINE: Ten microns. All carrier vessels report ready to 
deploy. Stand by - we are having transmission difficulties 
with one vessel... 

NUTE: What?!? Explain!! 

DOEINE: T m not sure what's happening... 

TEY HOW: It's Carrier 11, sir. It is losing altitude. Its 
course has shifted... the droid commander is not 
responding. 

DOEINE: Droid control transferring...now! 

Sound: The hum of the bridge's power momentarily 
dips...then stabilizes again. 

NUTE: Well? 

DOEINE: Carriers 1 through 6 are deploying, sir. 
Carriers la through 6u are also beginning deployment 
efforts. 

TEY HOW: Confirm deployment is underway. MTT troop 
transports are beginning to leave the carriers and are 



moving toward the outer cities. AAT hover tanks are also 
deploying. Droid starfighters are providing air support. 

RUNE: Where's Carrier 11? 

TEY HOW: Checking...contact has been lost completely 
with Carrier 11. Sensors indicate it has crashed in a swamp 
area. 

NUTE: But the other vessels are all right? 

TEY HOW: It would appear so, sir. Carrier 7 is the 
nearest vessel to the crash site. Should we send an 
investigative party? 

NUTE: Wait. You said Carrier 11 was changing course. 
Where was its' course taking it? 

TEY HOW: Checking...it appears to have moved to 
intercept Carrier 7. The course change appeared 
deliberate. 

NUTE: Has our search of the ship uncovered any sign of 
the Jedi? 

TEY HOW: Checking...no, sir. 

RUNE: You don't think... 

NUTE: Tey How, contact the commander of the Carrier 7 
force. 

TEY HOW: Contacting...Commander OOM-9 is on the 
holochannel. 

NUTE: Put it on holo. 

Sound: A hologram buzzes to life. 

OOM-9: (filtered, echoing) Yes, Viceroy? 

RUNE: We have searched the ship, and there is no trace 
of the Jedi. They may have gotten onto one of your landing 
craft. 

OOM-9: If they're down here, sir, we'll find them. We are 
moving out of the swamp and are marching on the cities. 
We are meeting no resistance. 



NUTE: Excellent. Use caution - these Jedi are not to be 
underestimated. 

OOM-9: Roger roger. OOM-9 out. 

Sound: Fade out 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-5 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP - DAY 

Sound: The loud rumbling of the MTT and the crash of 
trees being knocked down by the carrier 

QUI-GON: (sounds like he's waking up from a nap) Ah. 
We're on the ground, (grunts as he turns over) They're 
heading through the swamps...trying to sneak up on the 
towns, I suspect - 

Sound: Comlink beeping. Static. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan? Obi-Wan, do you read? (static) The 
Federation's moving quicker than I feared. No 
communication means the outer cities won't have a clue 
what's happening until it's too late, (sighs) Calm down, Qui- 
Gon. You must clear your mind...let the Force flow through 
you. It will tell you where Obi-Wan is. (beat) Yes. I sense 
him. He's...west of here. All right, troop carrier - here's 
where you and I part ways. 

Sound: Qui-Gon leaps off the top of the droid carrier. 
Whistling of wind and Qui-Gon's grunt as he hovers to the 
ground. 

MTT: (a booming, echoing through speakers robot 
voice) All carriers - HALT!!! 

Sound: The MTTs creak as they begins to turn to face 
Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: What?!? How could they - 

MTT: Sensors indicate a humanoid lifeform. Stand 
where you are. 

QUI-GON: And if I do not? 



MTT: Wait. Accessing Central Computer... 

QUI-GON: Now's my chance - 

Sound: Qui-Gon begins to run. 

MTT: Um, wait, um...Orders are to kill any Naboo when 
feasible - Wait. Lifeform is escaping. Flanking carriers -- 
pursue at full throttle!! 

Sound: The MTTs engine whines goes to maximum. Fade 
out for transition. 

SCENE 3-6 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP - DAY 

Sound: Swamp noises. The drone of something snoring. 
A peko peko squawks. 

Music: Jar-Jar's theme. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Wha...(yawn) Oh. Itsen sunup, (groans 
as he pulls himself up) Itsen loverly day. 

Sound: The peko peko squawks again. 

JAR-JAR: Whatsa dat, pekopeko? Yousen want my sleep 
spot? 

Sound: The peko peko squawks once again. The sound of 
dirt being dug. 

JAR-JAR: (awed) Oh. Mesa sorry - mesa no know dat 
was yousa nest! Mesa tought dat make a nice pillow. Mesa 
no hurt yousa baby eggs, did my? 

Sound: The peko peko chirps as it sits on the nest. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. Mesa at least keepen yousa baby 
eggs warm. Bye bye! 

Sound: Jar-Jar starts walking. 

JAR-JAR: Ah, itsen good to be here in da swamp. Fresh 
air, lotsa water, nobody yelling at my, and lotsen lotsen 
munchen! Spakin of what...mesa in da hungry for some 
clams. Now, letsee see... 

Sound: Jar-Jar moves some branches. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. No clams dere. 



Sound: Jar-Jar picks up some rocks. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. No dere eder. Dere must be some 
somewhere.. .whoa.. .WHOA!!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar slips on some mud. 

JAR-JAR: OOF!! Aw...mesa doen it again! When mesa 
ever gonna learn to watch where mesa goin? Oh.... 
(surprised) Oh! Muy muy! Dere's some clams! 

Sound: Jar-Jar picks up a clam and pries it open. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa loven da clams in da morning! Here it'sa 
come... 

Sound: Jar-Jar slurps out his tongue and swallows the 
contents of the clam in one gulp. 

JAR-JAR: Ahh. Disn da life, awright. Goody munchen, 
and no Gungans making fusses about little axadentes... 

Sound: The creature noises of the swamp suddenly drop 
off. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Whatsa...whatsa goin on? 

Sound: A growing rumble in the background. 

JAR-JAR: Eh? A quakie? 

Sound: The trumpeting of various animals, coming 
closer. Trees being torn down in the distance. 

JAR-JAR: AAHH!! STEMPEDE!!! OH NNNOOO!!! 

QUI-GON: (rushing up) Get out of the way Gungan! 
MOVE!! This carrier's after me, not you - 

Sound: Jar-Jar grabs Qui-Gon, and Qui-Gon grunts. 

QUI-GON: Let go of me!! 

JAR-JAR: Hey, help me! Help me!! 

QUI-GON: Let go! That carrier is about to run us over - 
OOF!! 

Sound: The splashing of water. The rumble becomes 
deafening, and then recedes into the distance along with 
the sound of trees falling. 



MTT: (moving off) Negative movement readings. Targets 
are dead. Return course to original heading - city of Oxon. 

MTTS: (moving off) Roger roger... 

JAR-JAR: (long beat, then pulling himself up after the 
rumbling sounds are gone) Whatsen was dose tings? 
Looken like big beasts - but dey smell like something 
maccanekel? 

QUI-GON: (to himself) They should think Tm dead now. I 
certainly hope so. Let's see. Obi-Wan should be...that way... 

Sound: Qui-Gon starts moving off. 

JAR-JAR: Whatsa dat...hey, wait!! Wait up for mesa! 

QUI-GON: You've caused me enough trouble. Leave me 
alone. 

JAR-JAR: Oyi, muy muy! Yousa saved my life! I luv you! 

QUI-GON: You almost got us killed! You're fortunate 
those things hover over the ground - they could have 
crushed us when you dragged us into the mud. Are you 
brainless?!? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa not brainless. I spake. 

QUI-GON: The ability to speak does not make you 
intelligent. Now get out of here! 

Sound: Qui-Gon starts to walk again. Jar-Jar walks with 
him. 

JAR-JAR: No, no! Mesa stay! Mesa culled JaJaBinkss. 
Mesa yous humble servaunt. 

QUI-GON: That won't be necessary. 

JAR-JAR: Oh boot it tis! Tis demanded byda guds, it tis. 
Tis a live debett, tis. 

QUI-GON: Please open those big orange earflaps and 
listen. I don't want or need your help, and I don't want you 
tagging along causing more troub...(whisper) wait a 
minute. Obi-Wan's in trouble... 



JAR-JAR: Mesa no wanten to cause yousa trouble. Mesa 
owe you - 

OBI-WAN: (far off) Master!! Help me!! 

Sound: The far-off noise of blaster fire, and the whine of 
the STAPs. Both sounds coming closer 

QUI-GON: (disgusted sigh, pushing Jar-Jar away) I have 
no time for this now... 

JAR-JAR: Say what? 

Sound: The noises come closer 

JAR-JAR: Oh, nooooo! Flying maccaneks!! Wesa 
ganna.... 

Sound: Qui-Gon throws Jar-Jar into the mud as he 
unhooks his lightsaber from his belt 

QUI-GON: Stay down! 

Sound: Jar-Jar's head pops up from the mud. 

JAR-JAR: .dieeee! 

Sound: The laser bolts and STAP hums get very close. 
Qui-Gon ignites his lightsaber. A couple of laser bolts hit 
the lightsaber blade, rebounding with a spark. The two 
STAP hums stop as they explode. A piece of metal audibly 
bounces on the ground, bouncing away. Qui-Gon 
extinguishes his lightsaber. 

QUI-GON: (pulling Obi-Wan up) Those two STAP-riding 
droids won't be giving us any more trouble. 

OBI-WAN: (gasping) Thank you...Master.... 

JAR-JAR: (to himself) How hesa do dat? Dose bolts just 
bounce offa his lightstick?! ? 

QUI-GON: They almost killed you, Obi-Wan. Why didn't 
you fight them? 

OBI-WAN: Sorry, Master. The water fried my weapon. 

QUI-GON: Let me have a look. 

OBI-WAN: Here... I was caught on the carrier ship. 
Diverting it to land near your position. I had to set it to 



crash, then cut my way out, jump, and hope to land 
somewhere safe. Turned out to be a lake. 

QUI-GON: Hmm. You forgot to turn your power off 
again, didn't you? 

OBI-WAN: It would appear so. Master. 

QUI-GON: One of these days, you'll have to see about 
building a lightsaber that's waterproof like mine. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. I'll look into it. 

QUI-GON: Hmm. The blade lens needs cleaning. It won't 
take long to recharge, but this is a lesson I hope you've 
finally learned, my young Padawan. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. I'm afraid our comlinks are 
useless. The Federation's jamming all communications 
except for their droid control signal. 

QUI-GON: I know. That'll make contacting the Republic 
difficult... 

Sound: Jar-Jar pulls himself out of the mud during Qui- 
Gon 's last line. 

JAR-JAR: Oh, yousa saved my again! Mesa so grateful! 

OBI-WAN: What's this? 

QUI-GON: A local. His name is Jar-Jar Binks. And I'm 
afraid we're stuck with him, for the time being at least. 

JAR-JAR: Pleased to meet yousa. 

OBI-WAN: Likewise. 

QUI-GON: Come on. Let's get out of here, before more 
droids show up. 

JAR-JAR: More? More, did you spake??!? 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan start to run. After a 
moment, Jar-Jar starts to run behind them. 

QUI-GON: How far away is Theed from here, do you 
think? 

OBI-WAN: A few kilometers. There's no way we'll beat 
the droids there, not without a fast transport. 



JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeze me... 

QUI-GON: We could try taking some STAPs. 

OBI-WAN: It'd be difficult to destroy the droid without 
taking the hover-fighter with it. 

JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeze me... 

QUI-GON: It is risky but we'll have to try it - 

JAR-JAR: HEY!!! 

QUI-GON: (sigh) What is it. Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Ex-squeeeeze me, but da most grande safest 
place would be Otoh Gunga City. Is where I grew up...Tis a 
hidden city. 

Sound: They all stop. 

QUI-GON: A city? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh! 

QUI-GON: Would they have any transports capable of 
reaching Theed? 

JAR-JAR: Da Naboo city? Um... yes. Yes, dey would! 

OBI-WAN: (delighted) Well! 

QUI-GON: Perhaps I misjudged you, Jar-Jar. Could you 
take us there? 

JAR-JAR: Ahhh... on second taut... no, not really, no, no. 

QUI-GON: (sharply) No??! 

JAR-JAR: Iss embarrissing, boot, ah... My afraid my've 
benn banished. My forgoten der Bosses would do terrible 
tings to me - Terrible tings to me if me goin' back dere! 

Sound: A pulsating, rumbling sound is heard in the 
distance, along with more trees falling. 

QUI-GON: You hear that? 

JAR-JAR: Yeah. 

QUI-GON: That is the sound of a thousand terrible 
things heading this way. 

OBI-WAN: (mischievous) If they find us, they will crush 
us, grind us into little pieces, and blast us into oblivion! 



JAR-JAR: (beat) Oh. Um...Yousa point is well seen. Dis 
way - 

Sound: A slight whistling sound as Jar-Jar spins around, 
nearly hitting Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: Hey watch it with those big ears! 

JAR-JAR: (running, moving off) Hurry! 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-7 EXTERIOR SWAMP LAKE - DAY 

Sound: Swamp noises again, and the distant rumble of 
the droid transports. 

OBI-WAN: WeVe been running for over an hour. Are we 
nearly there? 

JAR-JAR: Nearly! 

OBI-WAN: Are you sure you know where you're going? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa sure! 

Sound: The sounds of lake waves lapping come up. The 
footfalls stop. 

OBI-WAN: (sour) You've led us to the shore of a lake. 
Great sense of direction! 

QUI-GON: Quiet, Obi-Wan. Jar-Jar, how much further? 

JAR-JAR: Wesa goen underwater, okeyday? 

OBI-WAN: Underwater? 

JAR-JAR: Where you tink wesa live - in da swamp? 
Gungan cities near da core. Will yousa be able to swim dat 
far, Quiggon? 

OBI-WAN: You don't mean the actual planet core, do 
you? 

JAR-JAR: Oh yes. It be very very far. It probly take a few 
months to get dere. Of course mesa don't mean da real 
core! Wesa just call it dat. Deysa network ob caverns, from 
city to city. 



QUI-GON: Remember the dossier, Obi-Wan - the 
underwater cities are less than a mile down. We'll be ready 
to travel in a minute. Jar-Jar. Obi-Wan, your Aquata 
breather. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan fumble with machinery. It 
clicks as it pops into its' user configuration. 

OBI-WAN: Ready. 

QUI-GON: Lead the way, Jar-Jar. 

JAR JAR: And my warning yous - Gungans no liken 
outsiders, so don't expict a worm welcome. 

OBI-WAN: Oh, don't worry. This hasn't been our day for 
warm welcomes. 

Sound: An audible jump and a screeching cry from Jar- 
Jar. Whistling of wind around Jar-Jar's ears as he flips twice 
in mid-air, and then a big splash as he dives underwater. 
Another splash and a gasp of air from Jar-Jar as he 
surfaces. 

JAR-JAR: Yousa follow me now, okeyday? 

QUI-GON: (experimental breath through the breather) 
Let's go... 

Sound: Two splashing noises as the Jedi wade into the 
water and dive under. Transition to underwater noises. 

Music: Swim to Otoh Gunga. Music plays in entirety. 

SCENE 3-8 INTERIOR OTOH GUNGA - CITY SQUARE 

Sound: The far-off conversations and wild lines of 
Gungans. A slight hum from the bubble city's generators. A 
"slick" energy noise, as the three heroes move through the 
bubble membrane wall of the city. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan 
fold up their breathers and put them up. 

QUI-GON: (amazed) That bubble wall we just walked 
though is incredible. Our clothes are already dry, and we 
were underwater just a moment before. 



OBI-WAN: r m glad we didn't have much farther to go. 
My breather's almost empty. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh...so good being home! 

OBI-WAN: This is your home?!? I'm sorry I mean, I 
know it is ... 

QUI-GON: Beautiful. 

OBI-WAN: As much inside as out. The entire lake floor 
seemed to be glowing from these huge golden bubble 
buildings. 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. Gungans very proud of deysa work on 
da bubble cities. Where wesa are in now is da Big Bubble of 
Otoh Gunga. Da City Bigspace... 

Sound: The wild lines begin to trail off, and some 
Gungans mutter in shock and confusion - "Look at dat!" 
"Outlaunders," "Whatsa dey doin heres?", etc. 

OBI-WAN: I get the feeling this city doesn't get many 
humanoid visitors. 

JAR-JAR: Nope. Mesa no remembers even seein' a 
human down heres until now. 

QUI-GON: If I remember the dossier correctly the 
current leader of the Gungans is one Boss Nass. Am I right? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. My hopin hesa in a good mood today. 
Da Rep Council chamber is...dis way. 

Sound: The clip-clop of hooved animals coming up. A 
keening cry from an approaching kaadu. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (coming up) Hey yousa! Stopa 
dere!! 

OBI-WAN: Here comes the not-so-warm welcome. Who's 
that riding up on the kaadu, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Oh, itsen okeyday. Hisen a friend of my. 
(louder) Heyo-dalee, ah, Cap'n Tarpals...mesa back! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (groan) Noah gain. Jar-Jar. Yousen 
forgotten da Boss usen da nocombackie law on yousa!? 



JAR-JAR: Uhh...no. My no forget. Disen two outlanders 
needen help. Dey need to talk to da Bosses. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: About da maccaneks up on da 
surface, no doubt. Dat's all my been hearing abouts dis 
sunup! 

QUI-GON: Have they made any attempt to attack you? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: No. Wesa Gungans keepen well 
hidden. Speaking of what, Jar-Jar, whatsen wrong wit you, 
bringing Naboo to da Gungan city?? Yousen want to get 
hurt?!? 

JAR-JAR: No, no-no!! Mesa no wanten dat!! 

QUI-GON: We are not of the Naboo race. Captain 
Tarpals. We are ambassadors of the Galactic Republic. We 
would like to speak to Boss Nass and the Rep Council about 
the situation up on the surface at once. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Galactie Repuubleek? Wesa never 
get dem around heres. Well, yousen get yousa wish, 
outlaunders. Yousa goen tada Bosses. Boss Nass gonna 
want to know JaJa here anywhat. Guards! 

Sound: Multiple clip-clops and kaadu noises. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Keep a close eye on dese tree. 
Wesa goin' to da Bosses' Board Room. Dey try anything, 
yousa shock 'em wit' yous electropoles. 

GUARD: No worry, Cap'n Tarpals. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: And hab Binks securely cuffed 
before we get to da Board Room! Mesa no wanten any 
trubble dere. JaJa, yousa in bigdudu this time! 

JAR-JAR: GROAN. 

GUARD: Oh, itsen dis one again, eh, Cap'n Tarpals? JaJa 
Binkss, da worst Gungan ever to be born. Come on, JaJa, 
getsa steppin'!! 

Sound: A crack of electricity from the electropole. 



JAR-JAR: (yelps in pain) How wude! Whatsa my do to 
deserve dat, hey?!? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Enuff, guard, (regretful) JaJa gone 
be in big enuff oucho soon enuff. JaJa, bassdors....go. 

Sound: Fade out on the kaadu and heroes' footfalls. 

SCENE 3-9 INTERIOR OTOH GUNGA - HIGH TOWER 
BOARD ROOM 

Sound: Ambient underwater noises from outside the 
bubble walls. The hum of the city's power generators. 

GUNGAN SCOUT: So far, dese maccaneks hab shown 
no sign ob being able to go under da water. Deysa all leaven 
da swamps now, all headin to da Naboo cities. 

BOSS NASS: My wonder what Queen Amidoll did to 
bring dis down upon hersaself. 

REP TEERS: Mayhapsen dese are pirates. Your Honor? 

BOSS NASS: Mayhaps, Rep Teers. Mayhaps. Still, as 
longen as dey no mess wit da Gungans, wesa okeyday. 

REP NOOSOS: Mesa do recommenden wesa prepare da 
city defenses. Boss Nass. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa will haven dem prepared. Rep 
Noosos. But my no want to be looken for crunchen if wesa 
cans avoid it. All da Reps agreein? 

REPS: WILD LINES, GENERAL AGREEMENT. 

BOSS NASS: Den itsen settled. Wesa stay out of da 
Naboo's problem, da maccaneks stay out of usen way. Tank 
you for yousa report. Scout. Begone. 

Sound: A Gungan horn blows. 

GUARD: Captain Tarpals comin in. Boss Nass Your 
Honor, wit prisoners! 

BOSS NASS: Bring dem in, den. 

Sound: Footsteps coming up. The clanking of Jar-Jar's 
chains. 



BOSS NASS: Naboo? Whatsa Naboo doin heres? 

QUI-GON: We are not Naboo, your Honor. I am Qui-Gon 
Jinn, and this is my apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi. We are Jedi 
Knights and Republic ambassadors. 

BOSS NASS: Stand on da Supplication platform, den, 
and talkie to usen. 

Sound: Two sets of footsteps walk onto the platform. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (reluctantly) Wesa also haven 
anutter prisoner. JaJa Binkss. 

BOSS NASS: (loudly) BINKSS?!? (gibbers with rage) K- 
k-k-k-k-k. B-b-Binkss. W-wesa tout wesa seein da last of 
yousa! 

JAR-JAR: Uh. Hallo-dalee, Big Boss Nass. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Hisen brought dese two to da city. 
Your Honor. 

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k-k-k. Yousa cannot bees hair, Jedi. 
Dis army of mackineeks up dare is new weesong! 

QUI-GON: That droid army is about to attack the Naboo, 
Boss Nass. We must warn them. WeVe come to ask for your 
help. 

BOSS NASS: Deysa attacken da Naboo, and not da 
Gungans? 

QUI-GON: For the moment. 

BOSS NASS: Hmph. Good. Wesa no like da Naboo! K-k- 
k-k-k-k. Un dey no like uss-ens. Da Naboo tink day so 
smarty. Day tink day brains so big. Wesa no helpin' dem. 
Yousa Jedi on yousa own. 

OBI-WAN: If you will not act out of kindness, act out of 
self-preservation. Once those droids take control of the 
surface, they will take control of you. 

BOSS NASS: Mesa no tink so. Dey not know of uss-en. 
Mesa scant talkie witda Naboo in whole life, and no nutten 
talkie wit outlaunders. Dos mackineeks no comen here! 



OBI-WAN: We are aware that you trade with the Naboo, 
at least secretly. Both your races depend on trade with the 
other - you supply the Naboo with food, the Naboo supply 
you with construction materials. You and the Naboo form a 
symbiont circle. What happens to one of you will affect the 
other. Whether you admit it or not, you need each other. 
You must understand this. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa get alongs fine before da Naboo 
colynize our world. Wesa get alongs without dem now. 
Disen conversation over! Wesa wish no nutten in yousa 
tings, outlaunder, and wesa no care-n about da Naboo. 

QUI-GON: (a strange tone in his voice) Then speed us on 
our way. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa gonna speed yousaway. 

JAR-JAR: (slightly off) Wha..?? 

QUI-GON: We could use a transport... 

BOSS NASS: Wesa give yousa una bongo. Da speedest 
way tooda Naboo tis goen through...(an evil grin) da planet 
core. Now go. 

QUI-GON: Thank you for your help. We leave in peace. 

Sound: The two Jedi start to walk off. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Master, what's a bongo? 

QUI-GON: (whisper) A transport, I hope. 

JAR-JAR: Jedi, don't taken da bongo! Daza setten yousa 
up! Goen through da planet core... bad bombin!! Deysa 
monsters and - 

GUARD: (shoves Jar-Jar) Shut it, JaJa!! 

QUI-GON: Thank you. We'll be careful. 

JAR-JAR: Ummm...not to be pushy or anyting, boot...any 
hep hair would be hot. Da Boss Nass, he no happy to 
eyeball my. Heh... 

QUI-GON: I noticed. I'll see what I can do. 

OBI-WAN: Master, we are short on time... 



QUI-GON: Time spent here can help us later. We need a 
navigator to get us through the planet's core. This Gungan 
may be of help. 

OBI-WAN: (tight whisper) I sense a loss of focus... 

QUI-GON: Be mindful, Padawan. Your sensitivity to the 
living Force is not your strength. 

OBI-WAN: (exasperated sigh) Yes, Master... 

QUI-GON: (louder) Boss Nass. What is to become of Jar- 
Jar Binks here? 

BOSS NASS: Binkss broken the nocombackie law. Risen 
to be... pune-ished. (chuckle) 

QUI-GON: He has been of help to us. I hope the 
punishment will not be severe. 

BOSS NASS: Hisen getting what hesa deserve. Pounded 
unto death. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh! Ohhh nooo!! 

OBI-WAN: (shocked) What? Why? What crimes has he 
committed? 

BOSS NASS: For him, living is a crime! 

QUI-GON: I saved his life on the surface. He owes me 
what you call a "life debt." (the strange tone in his voice) 
Your gods demand that his life belongs to me now. 

BOSS NASS: Binkssss?!? (to Jar-Jar) Yousa havena 
liveplay with thisen hisen? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. 

BOSS NASS: (gibbers with rage for a moment, then) 
Fine! As long as hisen away from usen! Hisen life tis yos, 
outlaunder. Worthless anywhat. Guards, remove hisen cuffs. 
Begone wit him!! 

Sound: The guards remove the cuffs. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh, dat feel better... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Yousa heard da Boss, JaJa. Go wit 
da Jedi to da core. 



JAR-JAR: Count mesa outta dis one! Better dead here, 
den dead in da core...(slaps his head) Yee guds, whata mesa 
sayin? 1 

OBI-WAN: Come on, Jar-Jar. Show us to the bongo. 

JAR-JAR: All right, mesa comen. Da sub pen is disen 
way... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 3-10 INTERIOR SUB COCKPIT - 
UNDERWATER 

Sound: Roar of bongo engine in the rear A light "crack" 
as the lights come on. 

OBI-WAN: We're clear of the city. Master. Lights on... 
beginning descent. 

QUI-GON: Any trouble with the controls? 

OBI-WAN: No, the controls are standard. Another sign 
the Naboo and Gungans have been working together. 

JAR-JAR: Dis is nutsen. Where wesa goin'? 

QUI-GON: To the city of Theed. Do you know the way? 

JAR-JAR: Uhh... yeah. Yeah. It'sa...dis way. 

QUI-GON: You heard him. Down through that cavern. 

OBI-WAN: All right. Lights to maximum power... Master, 
you rely on those mind tricks too much. Boss Nass wasn't as 
weak-minded as you thought. 

QUI-GON: The Force affected him just enough. He may 
have had ulterior motives, but the idea was mine. 

JAR-JAR: Da Force? What is da Force? 

QUI-GON: The Force is the power of the universe - of 
life itself. Those trained in the way of the Jedi can use that 
power in the service of good. 

OBI-WAN: The Force can also be a spiritual guide. It can 
show you the possible paths of your future, leaving you to 
choose the best path. 



QUI-GON: Again, only those trained as Jedi can use the 
Force, for either purpose. 

OBI-WAN: Some use it for one purpose more than the 
other... 

QUI-GON: Enough, Obi-Wan. This is an old and tiresome 
argument. 

JAR-JAR: Yousa Jedi? My tought dey wasa myth. 

OBI-WAN: We're no myth. We simply like to keep a low 
profile. 

JAR-JAR: How yousa get here? 

QUI-GON: We were on a diplomatic mission. We were 
attacked, and our ship was destroyed. We were forced to 
sneak down here on the Federation's ships. 

JAR-JAR: Huh. And hesa broke his lightstick, and yousa 
canna make da Boss warn da Naboo. Yousa Jedi not all 
yousa cracked to be. 

OBI-WAN: I wouldn't say that, considering what you 
were facing back there. 

JAR-JAR: Whatta loverly view outieside. Da coral is so 
bootiful. Mesa hab not been down here in a whiles. Oh... 
goberfish! 

OBI-WAN: Why were you banished. Jar Jar? And why 
was Boss Nass wanting to kill you? 

JAR JAR: Tis a longo taleo, but a small part wawdabe 
mesa...ooooh...aaaa.clumsy. 

OBI-WAN: You were banished because you were 
clumsy? 

JAR-JAR: Ahh...yousa mighten be saying dat. 

OBI-WAN: Suddenly, I' m very glad I'm piloting. Details, 
Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa cause-ed mabee one or duey lettal bitty 
axadentes... 

OBI-WAN: Such as? 




JAR-JAR: Yud-say boom da gasser, den crash Der Bosses 
heyblibber...den banished. 

OBI-WAN: I suppose a heyblibber is a vehicle, but tell 
me, what is a gasser - 

Sound: A loud crash from behind. The groan of metal (or 
whatever the bongo is made of) as it is pulled by the tongue 
of an Opee Sea Killer The hum of the bongo engine rises. 

JAR-JAR: Uh-oh!!! BIG Goberfish!!! 

OBI-WAN: A what?!? 

QUI-GON: An Opee Sea Killer. It's caught us with its' 
tongue. Go to full throttle, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: I am. But I don't think the bongo was built to 
withstand this kind of strain...we're being pulled off 
course... 

JAR-JAR: It'sn pullin' usen in wid itsen tung! Wesa 
gonna be eaten!! 

Sound: A crunching noise as the monster gets the bongo 
in its mouth. Sparking noises from the panels. 

OBI-WAN: Hull breach!! Structural overload! 

JAR-JAR: We're in itsen mout! Wesa doomed!! 

QUI-GON: No, we're not. I sense rescue is at hand... 

Sound: Suddenly the crunching noises cease. A roar 
from another creature, and a scream from the first one. 

JAR-JAR: Wesa free! Da goberfish getting eaten itself! 

OBI-WAN: What is that?!? I've never a sea creature so 
big... 

QUI-GON: A Sando Aqua Monster. It must have noticed 
the Opee squirming around in the water, trying to swallow 
us. No matter how big or dangerous a fish seems, there's 
always a bigger fish. 

JAR-JAR: Bigger fish? Bigger'n dat? Mesa tink we goin' 
back now... 

QUI-GON: No, we're not. Stay on course, Obi-Wan. 



OBI-WAN: WeVe taken damage. Buoyancy tanks 
ruptured, power cells flooding...! don't know if we can make 
it to the surface. 

QUI-GON: We have to. We're in a race against time...and 
I fear we're going to lose. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 3-11 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Bridge sounds. The fizzling of the holographic 
display. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Status report. Viceroy. 

NUTE: The invasion is on schedule. My Lord. Few people 
have put up resistance, and the ones who have...have been 
dealt with. We have seized all stockpiles of nova crystals 
and mineral ores, as well as all spaceports. The outer cities 
are secure, and the capitol city of Theed will be under our 
control within the hour. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. I have been in contact with my 
agents in the Republic government. I have the Senate 
bogged down in procedures. By the time this incident 
comes up for a vote, they will have no choice but to accept 
your control of the Naboo system. And once they realize you 
can do that with other star systems, they will finally bow to 
your will and repeal the tax on your trade routes. 

NUTE: (relieved sigh) I certainly hope so. My Lord. The 
Queen has great faith that the Senate will side with her. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Queen Amidala is young and naive. It 
is for that reason that I arranged her predecessor's 
removal from power. You will find controlling her will not be 
difficult. You have done well. Viceroy. 

NUTE: Yes, My Lord. Thank you. 



DARTH SIDIOUS: I will speak to you later, once the 
Queen has surrendered to you. 

Sound: The hologram fades away. 

NUTE: He arranged the removal of King Veruna? I 
thought Veruna was exposed as corrupt. 

RUNE: There seems to be very little that is not within his 
power. I wonder what he is getting out of this... he is not 
laying claim to any mining or manufacturing rights, and I 
cannot see him being that concerned with trade. So what is 
this all about? 

NUTE: If he wanted us to know, he would have told us. 

RUNE: You didn't tell him about the missing Jedi. 

NUTE: No need to report that until we have something 
to report. Or would you rather these droids turned around 
and shot you down the way Lord Sidious had the Federation 
directorate's security droids do? 

RUNE: (reluctantly) No, no need... 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 3-12 INTERIOR SUB COCKPIT - 
UNDERWATER 

Sound: The uneven hum of the bongo's engines, and 
underwater noises outside. 

OBI-WAN: Where to now, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Heydey ho, uh... where wesa goen, Cap'n 
Quiggon?? 

QUI-GON: You're the navigator. You tell me. 

JAR-JAR: Yo dreamen mesa hopen... 

OBI-WAN: You said you knew the way to Theed City. Do 
you or not?? 

JAR-JAR: Uhhh... no. 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) You mean we've been wandering 
around lost in these caverns for nearly an hour?!? 



QUI-GON: Just relax. Keep your focus on the ship, Obi- 
Wan. The Force will guide us. 

JAR-JAR: Ooooh, maxibig... "da Force"...Wellen, dat 
smells stinkowiff. 

OBI-WAN: (seething) If you have so little faith in our 
abilities. Jar-Jar, you're perfectly welcome to leave the 
bongo and sw... 

Sound: The sound of the power drive drops. A little 
alarm begins to wail. 

OBI-WAN: Blast. We're losing power... 

JAR-JAR: Ohhhh noooo.... 

QUI-GON: See what you can do with it. Try bypassing 
the electromotive field... 

Sound: Wires sparking. The power hum dips and rises in 
time with the sparks. 

JAR-JAR: Wesa die in here... 

QUI-GON: Just relax. We're not in trouble yet. 

JAR-JAR: What yet? Monstairs out dare, leak'n in here, 
all'n sink'n, and nooooo power?!? WHEN YOUSA TINKIN 
WESA IN TROUBLE?ill? 

OBI-WAN: Power's back. 

Sound: The power hum comes back to full. A hideous 
roar from outside the bongo. 

JAR-JAR: AHHH!!! MONSTAIRS BACK!!! BBBBB.... 

QUI-GON: A Colo Claw Fish! Evasive maneuvers!! 

JAR-JAR: OUCHTIME!!! 

Sound: Bongo engines go to full throttle. Roar of the 
monster from behind. 

OBI-WAN: Going full throttle - it's right behind us!! 

JAR-JAR: B-bb-b-b-b-b - 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar - (strange tone) Relax. 

JAR-JAR: (sighs, then starts snoring) 

OBI-WAN: (relieved) You overdid it. Thank you. Master. 




Sound: Another roar, this time from behind. 

QUI-GON: Can we outrun it? 

OBI-WAN: Barely. It's a mother - I saw its' young on the 
cavern walls. Once we're out of this cavern, we should have 
more room to dodge, and then it should back off - 

Sound: A different roar, this time from ahead. 

QUI-GON: LOOK OUT!!! 

OBI-WAN: (grunts as he jerks the controls) It's that 
'bigger fish' you were talking about!! 

QUI-GON: Go over its' head!! Its' eyes are too small to 
see that far!! 

OBI-WAN: Here we go... 

Sound: A chomping noise. 

OBI-WAN: The Force is indeed with us. That fish swam 
right into the Sando's mouth. 

QUI-GON: I hope it's as tasty as we would have been, 
(sigh) Those poor children... 

OBI-WAN: They're only fish. Master. 

QUI-GON: They're also life, (beat) Look - head for that 
alcove there. We can repair the bongo enough to finish the 
journey. And then you can repair your lightsaber too. 

OBI-WAN: All right. 

JAR-JAR: (waking up) B-b-b-b. Oie boie...Wesa dead yet? 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 3-13 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CONEERENCE ROOM 

Sound: Hum of battleship's engines, and the fizzle of the 
holographic image. The hissing of a door opening, and a set 
of footsteps coming up as the door closes. 

NUTE: I came to the conference room as soon as I could. 
What is wrong. Rune - Lord Sidious? Why have you 
contacted us? 



DARTH SIDIOUS: (angry) Your lieutenant felt I should 
be aware of something that you obviously did not want 
brought to my attention. 

NUTE: I-I... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy Sit. DOWN. 

Sound: A chair is pulled back, and squeaks as Nute sits 
down. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy you disappoint me. 

NUTE: (confused) My Lord, I am certain that all - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Worse still, you defy me!! 

NUTE: (terrified) No, My Lord! Never! These Jedi are... 
resourceful, that's all. Not easily destroyed - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They are still alive then, as Haako 
here believes? 

NUTE: No. No, Tm certain that they are dead. We just 
haven't been able to confirm it...yet. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy, I want you to understand 
something - I need your help in this occupation. I am in a 
part of the galaxy that is heavily populated by Jedi. I cannot 
use my powers or I risk being detected. 

NUTE: (slightly surprised) Oh? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Indeed. That is why I am forced to 
work through intermediaries like you. (coldly) It is also the 
only reason I do not reach across the galaxy with the Force 
and choke the life out of you for your incompetence here 
and now. 

NUTE: (shivering) L..I see. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Continue to fail me, and once this 
business deal is over...I will come for you. And I will destroy 
you. Are we clear on this? 

NUTE: C-crystal clear, my Lord! 

DARTH SIDIOUS: If the Jedi are still alive, they will 
show themselves. When they do, I want to know 



immediately. Don't let them anywhere near the Queen. 
When the time is right, I will deal with them myself. 

NUTE: Y-yes, My Lord. 

Sound: The holographic image fades out. 

NUTE: (angry) You had to tell him, didn't you? Perhaps 
you hoped to take my place?!? 

RUNE: I was protecting us both, Nute! If you think he 
was angry just now, imagine how he would be if the Jedi 
showed up again, and managed to escape! 

NUTE: You heard what he just said. Our lives are 
hanging by a thread as it is! We are playing with fire here. 
Rune! 

Sound: A comlink beep. 

TEY HOW: (echoing over speakers) Viceroy. Our forces 
on the surface have taken control of Theed. The Royal 
Palace is surrounded, and the troops await your arrival. 

NUTE: And the labor camps? 

TEY HOW: Camp One is completed. The others will be 
ready within the hour. 

NUTE: Thank you. 

Sound: The comlink goes off. 

NUTE: (sighs in relief) Finally, this mess is almost over. 
The planet and all its' resources are almost ours. Surely 
that will appease Lord Sidious. 

RUNE: Do not forget the treasures that are sure to be 
found within the Royal Palace. 

NUTE: I certainly have not forgotten that, (activates 
comm) Tey How, ready my shuttle. 

TEY HOW: Yes sir. 

NUTE: (comlink goes off again) We shall have the Queen 
turn over control of the planet, and then we shall pick the 
best treasures in the Palace to take for ourselves. 

Music: Transition (The Droids Invade Theed). 



SCENE 3-14 EXTERIOR THEED - STREETS - DAY 

Sound: The whine of a hover tank as it demolishes a 
building. Choked-off screams can be heard inside the 
building as it collapses. The howl of STAPs and droid 
starbghters as they fly overhead. Shouted wild lines by the 
battle droids and by the Naboo people as the droids herd 
them out into the street. 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: (over megaphone) 
This planet is now under the control of the Trade 
Federation. Leave your homes now and line up alongside 
the street. You will be taken to a prison camp, where you 
will receive further orders. Cooperate, and you live. Resist 
in any way, and you will be killed where you stand. There is 
no escape. 

WOMAN: Why are you doing this?!? Why?!? 

Sound: A blaster shot. 

WOMAN: DEATH SCREAM. 

Sound: The woman collapses on the ground, dead. 
Shocked wild lines by the people, and the wailing of a little 
girl. 

LITTLE GIRL: MOMMYYYl! 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Any questioning will 
be considered resistance and dealt with accordingly. Is that 
understood? (without waiting for an answer) Commander! 
Line these people up and take them to Camp One. 

BATTLE DROID: Camp Two has been completed. 
Commander. 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Take them to Camp 
Two, then. Any nonhumans in this group are to be 
separated and kil...and dealt with separately. 

BATTLE DROID: Understood. 


SCENE 3-15 INTERIOR ROYAL PALACE 



Sound: One can hear the sounds of Federation droids, 
tanks and STAPs outside. The occasional noise of blaster 
fire. Inside, it is quiet. 

AMIDALA: (whisper to herself) My world taken over by 
cowards who hide behind armed droids. My people being 
herded and slaughtered. Why...why are they doing this?!? 

Sound: A door opens behind the Queen. 

PANAKA: Your Highness... 

AMIDALA: Captain... tell me. Honestly. Was there 
any thing... anything at all...that I could have done to 
prevent this?? 

PANAKA: (somber) No. Perhaps if our planet had more 
of a military force - (we could have repelled them.) 

AMIDALA: That's what it comes down to, doesn't it? 
Military might. And the Federation seems to think that 
might is the same as right. I wonder how much might the 
Republic has... 

PANAKA: Your Highness - 

AMIDALA: (voice shaking) Can you imagine it? If the 
Republic military comes to try and free our world by force? 
Troops on the ground. Dreadnoughts in orbit. And our 
people, trapped in the middle... 

PANAKA: (whisper) Padme, please...(beat, then 

becomes the professional again) The Republic has no 
standard military. It hasn't for centuries. 

AMIDALA: (dazed whisper) No military... 

PANAKA: We still have a chance to evacuate, but we 
must leave now. 

AMIDALA: No. I'm not leaving. 

PANAKA: Your Highness - 

AMIDALA: Did the other RSF officers escape? 

PANAKA: Yes, they're safely away. Whatever the 
Federation has in mind, they'll do their best to thwart it. 



AMIDALA: Any luck in getting around the 

communications jamming? 

PANAKA: No. (beat) If you must stay in the palace, I beg 
you, use the decoy If they kill her, we at least still have a 
chance. If they kill you... all hope truly will be lost. 

AMIDALA: (pause) Very well. Bring in Sabe. 

PANAKA: (relieved) All right. 

Sound: He walks to the door. 

PANAKA: Sabe? Come in. 

Sound: Two sets of footprints come up. 

SABE: Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Sabe, I have to ask of you something I have 
no right to ask. 

SABE: I am ready for whatever happens, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: I only hope I am not asking you to die in my 
place, Sabe. 

Sound: A growing buzz from outside. 

PANAKA: Look - a Neimoidian shuttle, landing right in 
front of the palace. It must be the Viceroy, coming to claim 
his victory. 

AMIDALA: Now that his droids have done all the work 
for him. 

PANAKA: We have to move fast now. Til call in the other 
handmaidens to help you with the makeup and clothes... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 3-16 EXTERIOR - THEED - ESTUARY - DAY 

Sound: The far-off rumble of tanks, and the chirping of 
birds. Suddenly there is a loud rush of bubbles, followed by 
the weak engines of the bongo. The birds screech and fly 
away. An energy noise from the sub. 

OBI-WAN: Canopy's open. We're here. 

JAR-JAR: (sigh of relief) Wesa safe now... 



QUI-GON: Get this thing started, Obi-Wan. Let's get to 
shore. 

JAR-JAR: Dissen loverly. All dese big buildings, da 
gardens.... dey so elabor...elab...elob...uh...fancy! 

QUI-GON: The Naboo are excellent craftsmen. Hopefully 
their spaceships will show the same high standards - we'll 
need one to get out of here. 

JAR-JAR: (grunts as he starts to climb out of the bongo) 
Well, my guessin dis be byebye time... 

QUI-GON: Where are you going, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa glad yousa usen da liveplay to save my, 
boot...da Naboo no like da Gungans. Plus, mesa not as fast 
as yousa, and yousa cannot spare da seconds to wait for my, 
not withda Queen's life in danger and all. So mesa be going 
back to da swamps. Macceneks won't be dere by now, mesa 
reckon. 

OBI-WAN: Well, thank you for your help, Jar-Jar. You've 
been very kind - 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, you don't have to go. You can stay 
with us. 

OBI-WAN: What? Master - 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, I told you to get this bongo started 
again. The current's too strong to swim. 

Sound: Obi-Wan tries to restart the sub under the 
following dialogue. The engine grinds and groans, but 
doesn 't reactivate. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, the swamp is too far, and you know it. 
Sooner or later, you would run into the droids, and where 
would you be then? 

JAR-JAR: My no tink of dat. Yousa really want my along? 
Even after all da trubble mesa be? 

QUI-GON: Of course. 



JAR-JAR: HOORAY!! Mesa be glad to be adventurin' 
with yousa! 

OBI-WAN: (frustrated sigh) Master, can you help me 
with this? Jar-Jar, keep an eye outside for any droids. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Okeday! 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Yes, Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Why do you insist on dragging that 
pathetic creature along with us? 

QUI-GON: He may seem worthless to you now, but I 
foresee he may have a greater role to play in all this. 

OBI-WAN: I 've seen nothing in him so far. He's an 
unneeded distraction. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, his own people were ready to kill 
him, remember? And as he said, the Naboo seem to be 
prejudiced against Gungans. He has nowhere to go. No 
place to belong. Perhaps by traveling with us, he can find 
his place. 

OBI-WAN: (downcast) I suppose you're right. Master. 

QUI-GON: Have faith in me. Obi-Wan. A little faith can 
sometimes go a long way. 

JAR-JAR: Uh....oh...(nervous) Cap'n Quiggon? 

OBI-WAN: What is it? 

Sound: A growing roar in the water 

JAR-JAR: Wesa have a problem... 

QUI-GON: We're heading for a waterfall! Obi-Wan, get 
that engine working! 

OBI-WAN: I'm trying!! 

Sound: The roar gets louder and louder, and the engine 
keeps grinding... then finally starts chugging. 

OBI-WAN: We won't hold our position for long. The 
engines have almost had it. 

QUI-GON: All right - hold us steady. I'll use my cable 
launcher - secure one end to the bongo (sound: a click) and 



fire the other end out at the shore. 

OBI-WAN: There isn't enough power! We're losing the 
engine!! 

Sound: The engine finally dies. The roar is becoming 
deafening. 

JAR-JAR: (panicking) lyiiyk wesa die'n here! Hurry up! 

Sound: A shooting noise, the whirring of wire as the 
hook trails out, and a 'chink' as it catches. 

QUI-GON: Got it! It's holding the bongo's weight - for 
now Come on, Obi-Wan. 

Sound: Obi-Wan climbs out of the bongo and splashes 
into the water, followed by Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan grunts as he 
pulls himself along the wire. Grunts, wild lines and the 
groan of the wire as the two climb along. 

JAR-JAR: Whatsa yousa doin'? 

QUI-GON: (grunting as he pulls himself along) We're 
using this grappling wire to get over to the shore! 

OBI-WAN: That hook's not holding well enough! 

QUI-GON: But it'll hold iongrenough! Keep going!! 

OBI-WAN: Almost...got that...ledge...unn...got it!! 

JAR-JAR: (Getting farther off, gibbering) Oh no no no... 
gonna fall...gonna die... 

OBI-WAN: Here, Master - grab my arm... (pulls Qui-Gon 
up) 

QUI-GON: I'm up! Come on. Jar-Jar!! MOVE!! Grab the 
wire!! 

JAR-JAR: No! Too scary! 

OBI-WAN: Get up here! That wire won't hold much 
longer! 

JAR-JAR: No a mighty no! 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, the wire or the waterfall!! Decide 
now!! 



JAR-JAR: Oie boie...mesa comen. Mesa comen! Wh— 
WHOA!! 

Sound: A huge splash. 

OBI-WAN: He missed the wire!! So much for your 
'feeling'. Master! 

QUI-GON: Hold on! The water's his environment...he 
can fight the current... 

Sound: The wire breaks, and a far-off explosion as the 
bongo goes over the waterfall. 

OBI-WAN: There goes the wire - and the bongo! I don't 
see Jar-Jar. Master, forget him, he's gone - 

QUI-GON: r m not leaving him - 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) Master - 

Sound: A splash as Jar-Jar surfaces. 

JAR-JAR: Gwab me! Gwab! 

QUI-GON: (effort) Got you!! 

Sound: The two Jedi pull him up to shore. 

JAR-JAR: (gasping for breath) 

OBI-WAN: That was close. Here you go. Jar-Jar... 

JAR-JAR: Ta.... Tank you... 

BATTLE DROID 3B3: Drop your weapons! 

JAR-JAR: Uhoh!! 

BATTLE DROID 3B3: I said drop - 

Sound: The igniting of a lightsaber, a slash, a death 
scream from the droid, and the crashing of its' metal pieces 
- all in three seconds. A blaster bolt rings out as the droid 
collapses. 

JAR-JAR: Whoa! My never see nuttin' dat fast!! He slice 
dat maccanek up like it wasen a cooked fish! 

QUI-GON: The Force was with us. If it had shown up 
seconds earlier, that droid would have shot the wire and 
sent us all over the waterfall. 

JAR-JAR: Whew. Yousa life never boring, hey? 



OBI-WAN: (chuckle) Not so far. Master, I assume that 
huge, ornate building in the distance is the Royal Palace. 

QUI-GON: Only a mile off. But the Federation has clearly 
beaten us here. 

OBI-WAN: We may be too late to save the Queen. 

QUI-GON: We have to try. Jar-Jar, follow us. And be as 
quiet as possible... 

NARRATOR: Two brave warriors, and a simple-minded 
oaf. Only they can save Queen Amidala from the terrible 
fate that is planned for her. But with a mechanical army 
standing between the Queen and them, and a fleet of 
battleships hovering in orbit above them, even the powers 
of the Jedi may not be enough... 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER FOUR: 

"THE INTERRUPTED ESCAPE" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Governor Sio Bibble Artoo Detoo 

Sabe Other R2 Droids 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Battle Droid OOM-9 

Battle Droid Captain 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Captain Gordon Panaka 

Battle Droid 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Naboo Guard 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 

Guard Droid 

Ric Olie 

Naboo Pilot 

Captain Daultay Dofine 

Tey How 

Lieutenant Rune Haako 
Darth Sidious 
Elderly Naboo Man 
Eirtae 



Jawa 

Junkyard Owner 

Bib Fortuna 

Watto 

Anakin Sky walker 

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Four - 'The 
Interrupted Escape." 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. On the excuse of 
protesting an unfair tax law, the greedy Trade Federation 
blockaded - and then invaded - the small world of Naboo, a 
planet on the edge of the Republic's territory. Two Jedi 
Knights, Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, have been 
swept up in the Federation's brutal attack on this peaceful 
world. With the aid of the Gungan Jar-Jar Binks, they 
journeyed to the underwater city of Otoh Gunga, home to 
thousands of Gungans, then endured a harrowing journey 
through monster-filled underwater caverns in a desperate 
attempt to reach the Queen of Naboo, Amidala, before the 
Federation's battle droid army did... 

SCENE 4-1 INTERIOR THEED - PALACE STAIRWAY - 
DAY 

Sound: The marching of several footsteps (some human, 
some droid, and some other) up a stairway. 

NARRATOR: But they are too late. The droids have 
already overrun the capitol city of Theed, and taken the 
Queen prisoner inside the royal palace... 



Sound: Another set of footsteps come up at the top of 
the stairs. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness!! Oh, Tm so relieved to see 
you're all right. When they hauled me out of my home and 
to the palace, I feared the worst. 

AMIDALA: (really Sabe, so the voice is slightly different) 

I refused to leave my chambers when the Neimoidians first 
arrived. They probably thought they would need you to ask 
me to come out. 

NUTE: Stop wasting our time. We brought you out of 
your chambers for a purpose, your Highness. 

Sound: The combined group of people start to walk 
down the stairway 

AMIDALA: I was not brought. This is my palace. I do not 
recognize your authority. 

NUTE: It is our palace now. And our planet. 

BIBBLE: It is bad enough that you cut off our 
communications. Bad enough that you pretend this 
blockade of our world is legal. But landing an army and 
occupying our cities?!? How will you explain this invasion to 
the Senate? 

NUTE: The Queen and I will sign a treaty that will 
legitimize our occupation here. The treaty is sitting in my 
shuttle outside the palace, and you. Governor, shall serve as 
witness. I have assurances that the treaty, when produced, 
will be quickly ratified by the Senate. 

BIBBLE: A treaty?\7 In the face of this blatant act of 
war?!? Are you insane?!? 

NUTE: (ignoring him) Naboo will renounce all ties to the 
Galactic Republic and become a protectorate of the Trade 
Federation. All trade and travel to and from Naboo will be 
done exclusively through us. You may keep your throne, 
provided your government remains loyal to us. In return. 



we shall set up mining, shipbuilding and energy processors 
to stimulate your economy tenfold - 

AMIDALA: I will not cooperate. What you are 
suggesting goes against our every principle, our every 
belief. We have strived to always balance nature and 
industry. And you would destroy that balance in one blow. 
Transform our world into a poisonous wasteland - 

NUTE: Now, now. Your Highness. It will happen whether 
you sign the treaty or not. If you cooperate, your people will 
share in the profits and have their freedom restored to 
them. 

Sound: The group reaches the bottom of the stairs. 

BIBBLE: Toiling away on an over-industrialized planet 
for a chance to return to the outer galaxy? You call that 
freedom?!? 

NUTE: (growing irritated with Bibble) It is more than 
they shall have if you refuse, your Highness. I think a 
demonstration is in order. Our droids have been 
constructing work camps similar to what we have in mind. 
We shall set the population to work, hunting for mineral 
deposits. In time, the suffering of your people will persuade 
you to see our point of view. 

BIBBLE: You dare to threaten our people?!? You cold¬ 
blooded, craven - 

NUTE: Shut up, old man, or I shall find another 
witness!! (calmer) Queen Amidala, I hear you are 
compassionate, as well as wise. You do not like to see 
suffering. And our mining facilities, while efficient, are not 
exactly the safest in the galaxy. If you sign quickly, I could 
arrange for better safety measures... 

AMIDALA: (icy) You ask me to betray the trust my 
people placed in me. Do what you will. I will never 
surrender this world. 



BIBBLE: Well said. Your Highness. 

NUTE: So be it. Just remember...the blood of your 
people will be on your hands alone. Commander? 

OOM-9: Yes, sir? 

NUTE: (smug) Process them. Take them to Camp Four 
with the rest of the captured government leaders. Make 
certain the Queen is well guarded at all times. If she wishes 
to speak to me again, contact me at once. 

OOM-9: Yes, sir! (turns to his captain) Captain, take 
them to Camp Four. 

CAPTAIN: Roger roger. 

Sound: The group is marched out of the room. 

NUTE: (calling after them) Remember - their blood will 
be on your hands! Not mine - yours!! 

SCENE 4-2 EXTERIOR ROYAL PALACE - PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: The chirping of birds. The marching of battle 
droids and their human captives. The distant drone of the 
hover tanks. Otherwise, silence. 

PADME: (whisper) Look at this. The city's quiet as a 
tomb. All our people being herded off like nerfs... 

PANAKA: (whisper) It's awful. 

PADME: What do you think will happen to us? 

PANAKA: If we're lucky, we wait in a cell with a laser 
gate while waiting for the Senate to send troops to free us. 

PADME: And if we're unlucky? 

PANAKA: Then they'll resort to torture, to force the 
Queen to sign their treaty. 

PADME: Sa...Her Highness won't be able to withstand 
that for long. 

PANAKA: I know. Unfortunately, I'm out of ideas. 

PADME: There must be something we can do. We just 
can't wait for help to come down out of the sky - 



Sound: A grunt, and two loud crashes in front, followed 
by a yelp (Jar-Jar) and a third crashing noise. 

BATTLE DROID: Open fi - 

Sound: Lightsabers, screaming droids, chopping noises, 
sparks. 

PADME: What the...?!? Who are those two?!? They leapt 
right down from that overpass. And what's that... thing with 
them...? 

PANAKA: It's a Gungan! And those others...only Jedi 
Knights use weapons like that! 

PADME: Thank the gods, our rescue's already at hand! 

Sound: The lightsabers extinguish as the last of the 
droids clatters to the ground. 

OBI-WAN: That's all of them. 

BIBBLE: You don't know how happy we are to see you, 
Jedi! 

QUI-GON: We should leave the streets. Your Highness. 
There's an alley over here where we can talk. 

BIBBLE: A good idea. Come on, your Highness. 

PANAKA: Guards, grab the droids' weapons. Hurry! 

GUARD: Sir! 

Sound: The guards pick up the weapons. 

JAR-JAR: Whoa...Mesa takin' back what mesa said! 
Yousa guys bombad! 

Sound: A rush of footsteps. The dialogue becomes more 
focused, indicating the alley. 

QUI-GON: Your Highness, I am Qui-Gon Jinn and my 
companion is Obi-Wan Kenobi. We are Jedi Knights and 
Ambassadors for the Supreme Chancellor. 

BIBBLE: (sour) Ohh. So you're the ones to blame for all 
this. Your negotiations seem to have failed. Ambassador. 

QUI-GON: The negotiations never took place. The 
Federation destroyed our ship and nearly killed us. 




BIBBLE: The Federation attack a diplomatic envoy? A 
Jedi envoy?? Are we supposed to believe that?!? 

QUI-GON: It is the truth. Governor. The proof is all 
around you. Your Highness, it's urgent that we make 
contact with the Republic at once. 

PANAKA: They've knocked out all our communications. 
Even our comlinks are useless. 

QUI-GON: I know. Do you have transports? 

PANAKA: In the main starfighter hangar, on the other 
side of the city. This way...Guards, cover the Queen! 

GUARDS: WILD LINES, INDICATING "YES SIR!!" 

QUI-GON: Lead the way. Captain... 

Sound: Another rush of footsteps, then fade for 
transition. 

SCENE 4-3 INTERIOR CENTRAL HANGAR - HALLWAY 
- DAY 

Sound: Very muted hangar noises from beyond a door 

PANAKA: Here we are. Hangar's just past this door. Let 
me have a quick look inside. 

BIBBLE: Not a sound, anyone. For all our lives. 

Sound: The hangar door cracks open slightly The roar of 
the hangar beyond, and the occasional marching droid. 

QUI-GON: I take it that large chromium-plated craft 
there is our way out? 

PANAKA: Mm-hmm. The Queen's personal transport. 
Before the attack, I had the chief pilot fuel and prep it. It's 
fast and well shielded. 

QUI-GON: That one will do. 

PANAKA: They left the hangar doors open, so we'll be 
clear once we lift off. But how are we going to past those 
droids? There are too many of them. 



QUI-GON: That won't be a problem. Your Highness, 
under the circumstances, I suggest you come to Coruscant 
with us. 

AMIDALA: Thank you. Ambassador, but my place is here 
with my people. I would be a coward to abandon them to 
the mercies of the Federation. 

QUI-GON: They will kill you if you stay. 

BIBBLE: (shocked) Kill the Queen?!? They wouldn't 
dare!! 

PANAKA: They need her to sign a treaty to make this 
invasion of theirs legal. They can't afford to kill her!! 

OBI-WAN: Master, even the Federation would think 
twice about something like that. 

QUI-GON: The situation here is not what it seems. There 
are patterns in the Force here that I have never felt before. 
There is something else behind all this. Your Highness - 
otherwise there is no logic in the Federation's move here. I 
don't know who is behind this, or why, but my feelings tell 
me they will destroy you. With or without your signature. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness... perhaps he's right. The 
Federation certainly hasn't been reasonable so far. Our only 
hope is for the Senate to side with us... Senator Palpatine 
will need your help. 

PANAKA: Getting past their blockade is impossible, 
even if we make it off the planet. Any attempt to escape will 
be dangerous. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness, I will stay here and do what I 
can...They will have to retain the Council of Governors to 
maintain even a semblance of law and order. But you must 
leave... 

QUI-GON: We're running out of time. What is your 
decision? 



AMIDALA: I have heard all of your advice. But I wish 
the advice of my handmaidens before I decide. Padme? 

PADME: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Of all the handmaidens, I trust your 
judgment most of all. What should we do here - Go or stay? 
Either choice presents a great risk...to us all... 

PADME: We are brave. Your Highness. I say we go. 

QUI-GON: We have tarried here too long. Soon the 
droids will start searching the city for us. If you are to leave. 
Your Highness, it must be now. 

AMIDALA: Then I will plead our case to the Senate. Be 
careful. Governor. 

DIBBLE: I will. 

AMIDALA: Yane, Sache, stay with the governor and 
protect him. Captain Panaka, guards, with me. Lead the 
way. Master Qui-Gon. 

SCENE 4-4 INTERIOR CENTRAL HANGAR - DAY 

Sound: The door opens the rest of the way, and the 
hangar noises grow louder The group walks across the 
hangar 

PANAKA: We'll need to free those pilots over there from 
those droids. 

OBI-WAN: I'll deal with that. Don't stop for anything. 

Sound: Obi-Wan's footsteps fade off, while the others 
continue for a moment, then stop. 

GUARD DROID: Halt! Who are you, and where are you 
taking these people? 

QUI-GON: r m the Ambassador for the Supreme 
Chancellor, and I'm taking these people with me to 
Coruscant. 

GUARD DROID: Where are you taking them? 

QUI-GON: To Coruscant. 



GUARD DROID: Coruscant?? Um, that doesn't 
compute...contacting central computer... 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (slightly far off) I'm in position! 

GUARD DROID: Uh, wait, uh... 

QUI-GON: The rest of you, run to the ship! NOW!! 

GUARD DROID: Receiving instructions - You're under 
arrest! 

Sound: Lightsaber noises, droid screams, cutting noises, 
the rushing of footsteps. A couple of blaster shots. All this 
occurs under the next lines of dialogue. 

OBI-WAN: Pilots, get up and get into the ship!! GO!! 

RIC OLIE: Got it!! Come on, men!! You and you, join the 
governor over there!! 

PILOT: We'll protect him! 

Sound: The footsteps pound up a rampway and fade out. 
The lightsabers extinguish, and all other noises stop. 

QUI-GON: They're aboard! Come on. Obi-Wan! 

OBI-WAN: Right behind you! 

Sound: The ship begins to warm up its' engines as the 
two Jedi rush up the ramp. The ramp hums shut as the 
engines build. Finally the engines roar, and the ship blasts 
out of the hangar. 

SCENE 4-5 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - MAIN 
CORRIDOR 

Sound: Spacecraft interior, as the engines roar. Wild 
lines from guards and pilots. 

QUI-GON: r m heading to the cockpit. Get these men 
situated, then join me. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master! 

Sound: the hissing of a door as Qui-Gon runs out. 



PILOT: Men, to your stations! Activate the R2 droids, we 
may need 'em! 

JAR-JAR: Wow! Mesa never seen nuttin like dis...Disn so 
shiny... 

PILOT: You. Jedi. Get that...creature...out of our way! 

JAR-JAR: (groan) Why ebrybody always orderin' my 
away? 

OBI-WAN: All right. Come on. Jar-Jar, over here. We 
don't need to be in these people's way. 

Sound: Another door hisses open. 

OBI-WAN: Looks like a storage room for droids. It ought 
to do. Now stay here, and keep out of trouble. I've got to 
help the others. 

JAR-JAR: Oh...okeyday... 

Sound: The door closes. Beeping from a couple of R2 
units. 

JAR-JAR: Hello, boyos. Disa gonna be a longo trip, hey? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ANSWER. 

SCENE 4-6 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Battleship bridge sounds. A wailing alarm can be 
heard in the background. The crackling of a holographic 
image coming to life. 

DOEINE: Put shields to full power!! Oh - yes. Viceroy? 

NUTE: (filtered) What is going on?!? There are sirens 
going off all over the city! 

DOEINE: A vessel has taken off from Theed, heading 
into orbit as we speak. The central computer reports the 
droids guarding the Queen have been disabled or 
destroyed. 

NUTE: The Queen is trying to escape?!? How could - 

DOEINE: The Jedi were spotted with her. 



NUTE: The Jedi. Ohhh no...recapture that vessel. 
Captain!! At once!! 

DOFINE: We're working on that right now. Tey How, is 
the Naboo vessel's course calculated? 

TEY HOW: Yes, Captain. Course is consistent with a 
hyperspace vector to Coruscant. 

DOFINE: Bring us up to power. Put us between the ship 
and the projected jump point. Deploy the other battleships 
in a screen formation. 

NUTE: Reduce turbolasers to half-power. If the Queen is 
aboard that ship, we want her alive. 

DOFINE: (stiffly) Do as he says. Have the tractor beams 
standing by. As soon as the ship is disabled, we shall haul it 
aboard our ship. 

TEY HOW: As you command. 

SCENE 4-7 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. The door hisses open, and Qui- 
Gon walks in. 

QUI-GON: What's our situation? 

PANAKA: We're breaking orbit - shields are up. The 
Federation battleships have moved right in front of our 
hyperspace vector. I've got the navicomputer calculating a 
course to Coruscant now. 

QUI-GON: Good. Pilot, you think you can get us past 
those ships? 

RIC OLIE: I'll sure try. Oh - the name's Ric Olie. Thanks 
for helping out down there, Jedi. 

QUI-GON: You're welcome. But better save your thanks 
until we deal with what's up there. 

RIC OLIE: Heh, I heard that. Our communications are 
still jammed. What do we do about those big boys? 



QUI-GON: The time for talking is over. Just keep the ship 
full throttle and on course. 

RIC OLIE: All right. There's the blockade up ahead! 
Hang on! 

Sound: Alarm noises. The door hisses open as Obi-Wan 
enters. The first turbolaser shots from the Federation 
battleship. 

OBI-WAN: The pilots are all at battle stations. Master. 

QUI-GON: Good. They're opening fire - grab on to 
something!! 

Sound: The rumble of the turbolaser batteries. The ship 
shakes and groans with each hit. 

RIC OLIE: Those guys are packing a wallop. Evasive 
maneuvers... 

QUI-GON: Count your blessings, Ric. Only the one ship's 
firing. 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, and it might be all they'll need! Shields 
down to 60 percent...(hit) 45 percent...(hit) We should 
abort, sir! Our deflector shields can't withstand this! 

QUI-GON: We're not giving up! Shift all power to 
forward shields - 

Sound: An especially loud hit. Another alarm begins. 

RIC OLIE: DAMN!! Shield generator's been hit! Power's 
down... 

OBI-WAN: Can you get the shields back up? 

RIC OLIE: Not from here. I'll have to send repair droids 
outside to the hull breach. Hopefully they can fix it. 

QUI-GON: Do it. 

Sound: A beeping noise from the console. 

RIC OLIE: There they go. I've got a visual on 'em for 
you. 

QUI-GON: Careful, Ric. They'll certainly target the 
droids next. 



RIC OLIE: I know. Tm trying my best, there's just too 
much fire out there. If I get too fancy I may knock the 
droids off - (without the fire.) 

Sound: On the screen, a filtered death scream from one 
droid as it's hit by turbolaser fire. 

RIC OLIE: There goes a droid... 

PANAKA: Stay on course! 

QUI-GON: We're still a couple of minutes away from 
safety. Captain, does this ship have a cloaking device? 

PANAKA: What?!? No! This is not a warship, Jedi! We 
have no weapons. We're a peaceful, non-violent people... 
that's why the Federation was brave enough to attack us in 
the first place! 

QUI-GON: No weapons... (sighs) 

Sound: Another death scream from a droid. 

OBI-WAN: We're losing droids fast! There's only two 
left! 

RIC OLIE: I thought we had one more... 

PANAKA: If they can't get the shield generator fixed in 
time, we'll be sitting ducks! 

Sound: Another droid death scream. 

OBI-WAN: Only one left!! 

QUI-GON: Captain, we may have to prepare to be 
boarded... 

RIC OLIE: We're not gonna make it! The shields are 
gone! 

SCENE 4-8 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

TEY HOW: Captain, the Naboo vessel's shields are out. 

DOEINE: Inform the Viceroy's shuttle they are clear to 
launch. The Queen shall be back in our custody 
momentarily. 



SCENE 4-9 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - 
COCKPIT 

RIC OLIE: There's just too much firepower out here!! I 
can't avoid them all... 

Sound: A growing hum from the console. 

RIC OLIE: Wh - Power's back! That little R2 droid did it. 
He bypassed the main power drive. Deflector shields up at 
maximum! 

PANAKA: We're coming up on that lead battleship! 
QUI-GON: Move in closer. Hug the hull of the battleship. 
That way they won't be able to hit us without damaging 
themselves. 

RIC OLIE: Doing it! That droid's back in the ship now. 
Hang on!! 

Sound: Music up as the vessel roars past the Federation 
battleship. Cheers from the people on the bridge as the 
Naboo vessel gets clear. 

SCENE 4-10 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

DOEINE: No!! That vessel's getting away!! Can't these 
pilot droids hit one ship?!? 

TEY HOW: The Naboo spacecraft has gotten clear. Shall 
I launch droid starfighters? 

DOEINE: No! Their weapons are locked on full. They 
would only destroy the ship, (shaky sigh) 

TEY HOW: The Viceroy's shuttle shall dock in five 
minutes. What shall I tell them? (beat) Captain? (fading out) 
Captain... 


SCENE 4-11 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
COCKPIT 



QUI-GON: How soon to lightspeed? 

RIC OLIE: (sigh) I 'm afraid we can't go to lightspeed. 

OBI-WAN: What?!? 

RIC OLIE: Those Federation bullies knew exactly where 
to hit us. There's not enough power to get us to 
Coruscant...the hyperdrive is leaking. We can manage 
maybe a point one jump for about eight hours, and that's it. 

QUI-GON: We'll have to land somewhere to refuel and 
repair the ship. Obi-Wan, check the star charts. Are there 
any planets in the area that's reachable in eight hours? 

OBI-WAN: Hang on... 

Sound: The whirring and beeping of the console. 

OBI-WAN: Here, Master. Tatooine... It's small, out of the 
way, poor... The Trade Federation has no presence there. 

PANAKA: How can you be sure? 

QUI-GON: It's controlled by the Hutts. 

PANAKA: The Hutts?? 

OBI-WAN: It's risky...but there's no alternative. 

PANAKA: You can't take Her Royal Highness there! I've 
dealt with those monsters before in my days as a Republic 
scout. The Hutts are gangsters and slavers!! Life - other 
than their own - means nothing to them! If they discovered 
her... 

QUI-GON: It would be no different than if we landed on 
a system controlled by the Federation. Except the Hutts 
aren'f looking for her, which gives us the advantage. All we 
have to do is land near a populated city, get the parts we 
need, and be back on our way before anyone is the wiser. 

PANAKA: (frustrated sigh) I hope you know what you're 
doing. 

QUI-GON: I do. Ric...set course for Tatooine. 



SCENE 4-12 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
CONEERENCE ROOM 

NUTE: How could you be so incompetent. Captain 
Define!! It was one small ship, unarmed, against you and 
forty-nine other battleships!! 

DOEINE: We knocked out their shield generator, but 
they managed to repair it before we could land a disabling 
shot - 

NUTE: And it never once occurred to you to go ahead 
and use the tractor beam?\? It can be used on unshielded 
spaceships, you know! 

DOEINE: Er...I... 

NUTE: I don't want to hear any more of your excuses! 
All our lives may be forfeit now, thanks to your bungling!! 
Get out of here!! 

DOEINE: (moans in terror) 

Sound: A door opens and closes as Define runs out. 

RUNE: I knew we should have gotten another captain 
for this. Daultay Dofine is fine for standard cargo-running, 
but major combat is simply too much for him. (beat) Just 
remember, it was you who appointed him. 

NUTE: (sigh) How could things have gone so wrong. 
Rune? We followed Lord Sidious's plan down to the letter. 
And now... 

RUNE: I've already got the central computer 
extrapolating possible destinations from their last-known 
heading. They're out there...we just have to find them. 

Sound: A beep as the intercom activates. 

TEY HOW: Sir, we are receiving a coded message for 
you. 

NUTE: (louder) Route it in here, Tey How. 

Sound: The holographic image buzzes into existence. 

NUTE: Greetings, Lord Sidious. 



DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy. What are you two doing 
sitting here in the conference room? 

NUTE: Er...nothing, my Lord. Just discussing how the 
day's events have gone. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Is that so? "Nothing?" I want a status 
report now. 

NUTE: The concentration camps have all been 
completed. The capitol of Theed is fully under our control. 
We control all the cities in the North and are searching for 
any other settlements... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes, yes. Have you begun sending the 
other battleships back to their trade routes yet? 

NUTE: Yes, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. Now then - destroy all high- 
ranking officials. Viceroy...slowly...quietly. But be thorough. I 
want the planetary government completely dismantled. 

NUTE: Er.. .is that wise. My Lord? If the Senate does 
decide to contest the occupation - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They will not. And Queen Amidala, 
has she signed the treaty? (pause) Well?? 

NUTE: Er... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Spit it out. Viceroy! What have you 
done wrong now?!? 

NUTE: She has disappeared. My Lord. Despite our best 
efforts, one Naboo cruiser got past the blockade... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You...let... her...escape?!? 

NUTE: (hysterical) I am sorry, my Lord!! It was Captain 
Dofine's fault - the idiot let their ship get away!! 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Til be sure to devise a slow and 
agonizing death for him when all of this is over. And how, 
pray tell, did the Queen manage to get to a ship if she was 
securely in your custody?!? 



NUTE: (reluctantly) The Jedi, My Lord. They found their 
way to her, overpowered her guards... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Your lives depend on this next 
answer. Did they manage to go into hyperspace? 

NUTE: (relieved) Yes...but we did detect a large fuel 
leak on their ship just before they jumped. We estimate at 
top speed, their hyperdrive cut out within minutes. They 
are adrift in space, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (heart-stopping beat) Right answer. 
Viceroy. Find and recapture her. 

NUTE: We 11...that may not be necessary, my Lord. I have 
one of my best officers working on a forgery of the Queen's 
signature, as well as a faked holomessage of the Queen 
surrendering - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: That won't be good enough! For my 
plans, I need the Queen herself, not some fakery! Viceroy, 
find her! I want that treaty signed!! 

NUTE: My Lord, it's impossible to locate the ship. It's 
out of our range. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Not for a Sith... 

Sound: A second holoimage buzzes into existence. 

RUNE: (strangled scream) 

NUTE: Wh...what is that horrid thing. My Lord?!? It 
looks like what humanoids would call a "devil"! 

DARTH SIDIOUS: He, Viceroy, not it. This is my 
apprentice. Lord Maul. He will find your lost ship. Once we 
have the Queen back, and the treaty is signed...then I shall 
decide what to do with you. 

Sound: The hologram fades off. 

NUTE: This is getting out of hand. Now there are two of 
them. 

RUNE: We should not have made this bargain. What will 
happen when the Jedi become aware we are doing business 



with the Sith? 

NUTE: At this point, I would almost rather take my 
chances with the Jedi. 

RUNE: What do we do now? 

NUTE: What else can we do? We send the other ships 
home, we set the prisoners to work...and we wait. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 4-13 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
DROID HOLD 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Periodic electric 
"zapping" noises. 

JAR-JAR: YII!!! Stop pleez!! Hep!! Hep me!! Mad droid! 
Mad droid! 

ARTOO: AN ANGRY FLURRY OF BEEPS. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa sorry! Mesa was only needen help to fix 
da utter droid - YEOOWWW!! 

Sound: A door hisses open. 

OBI-WAN: What's going on here? 

JAR-JAR: Obi-one, save me! Dis droid is loony! It keeps 
zappin' me! 

PANAKA: R2 unit, what's going on? 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A LONG, ANGRY STATEMENT. 

OBI-WAN: I 'm afraid I'm not quite fluent in electronic 
language. Droid, can you plug up to a computer terminal? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AFFIRMATIVE. 

Sound: Artoo rolls up to a computer and plugs in. 

ARTOO: LETS OUT A LONG STRING OF ELECTRONIC 
WORDS. 

OBI-WAN: It says the funny looking one was poking 
around the room during the battle and broke a fellow droid. 

PANAKA: Here's the droid it's talking about. Its dome 
has been pried open - (angry) Gungan, I hope you've got a 



good explanation for this. 

JAR-JAR: M-mesa was just looking around. Mesa tap da 
droid on da dome, and da dome popped up. I was like 
"Oooh, disn opens?" and my pulled it up a bit more. Den all 
kindsa springs and tings come flying out. I was just joken - I 
put da dome back down! 

PANAKA: You stupid fool! If that droid had been topside, 
our hyperdrive might not have been hit!! We would have 
been safely on our way to Coruscant now, if it wasn't for 
you!! 

JAR-JAR: GROAN. 

PANAKA: Jedi, give me one good reason why I shouldn't 
throw this worthless creature out the airlock! 

OBI-WAN: r m sure there is one. But at the moment. I'm 
having trouble thinking of it. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh nooo... mesa sorry.... (about to sob) 
Mesa fix it, mesa fix it... 

PANAKA: Get away from that droid! You've already 
done enough damage! 

Sound: Tinkering noises. 

JAR-JAR: No, no! Disn was my mistake, disn my job to 
repa— 

Sound: Huge electrical zap. 

JAR-JAR: YYYEEEOOOWWW!!! 

OBI-WAN: (sigh) Jar-Jar... 

PANAKA: Wait a minute. That droid's not activated now. 
How could it have a charge like that...? 

OBI-WAN: Don't touch it then. Artoo, can you check it 
out? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AFFIRMATIVE. 

Sound: Tinkering noises. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ALARM. 

PANAKA: What's that? Use the terminal again. 



Sound: Artoo plugs in. 

ARTOO: BEEPS AGAIN. 

PANAKA: There was a wild power surge going in the 
droid. Apparently, it wasn't made all that well. Hmm. If it 
had made it topside, and started working on the shield 
generator... 

OBI-WAN: The charge would have carried into the 
generator. Wrecked it beyond repair, if not exploded it. Jar- 
Jar, the Force is truly with you! You've saved us! 

JAR-JAR: Uh.... mesa did?!? 

PANAKA: Well, you and this Artoo unit, at least. Once 
we've landed, we'll see about repairing this red droid and 
getting him put to rights. Come on, Artoo unit, you've got a 
date with the Queen. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

OBI-WAN: Jar-Jar, I may have been wrong about you. 
Maybe you'll serve a purpose after all. 

JAR-JAR: Wow. Mesa never woulda tought it. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 4-14 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
QUEEN'S CHAMBERS 

Sound: Ambient chamber sounds. 

PANAKA: (fading in) ...an extremely well put together 
little droid. Without a doubt, it saved the ship, as well as our 
lives. 

AMIDALA: It is to be commended...what is its' number? 

ARTOO: LETS OUT SOME BEEPS. 

Sound: Panaka wipes some dirt off of Artoo. 

PANAKA: Let me get the dirt off this dome panel...ah. 
R2-D2, Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Artoo Detoo. You have proven to 
be very loyal. 



ARTOO: WHISTLES, 'TT WEREN'T NOTHING." 

AMIDALA: Padme! 

PADME: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Clean this droid up as best you can. It 
deserves our gratitude. 

PADME: I will. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES APPRECIATIVELY. 

AMIDALA: (to Panaka) Continue, Captain. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, our hyperdrive was damaged. 
We're going to have to divert to another world for a while. 
Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: Your Highness, with your permission, we are 
heading for a remote planet called Tatooine. It is a system 
far beyond the reach of the Trade Federation. We shall be 
there by early tomorrow morning. There we will be able to 
make needed repairs, and then travel on to Coruscant. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, Tatooine is very dangerous. 
It's controlled by an alliance of gangs called the Hutts. I do 
not agree with the Jedi on this. 

QUI-GON: You must trust my judgment. Your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Must I? What do you think, Padme? 

PADME: L..I think we can trust these Jedi, Your 
Highness. 

AMIDALA: Then we are in your hands. Master Jedi. 

QUI-GON: Hmm... Thank you, your Highness. Once the 
ship's repaired and we're on our way to Coruscant, our 
troubles should be almost over. 

Sound: The door opens and Padme and Artoo walk out. 

PADME: (moving out of the room) The droid shall be 
ready by tomorrow. 

AMIDALA: Thank you, Padme. 

Sound: The door closes. 



QUI-GON: Well, it is getting late, your Highness, we 
shall leave you to your rest. 

AMIDALA: I am in no hurry to sleep, Jedi. I wish an 
exhibition of your abilities. 

QUI-GON: (thrown) Excuse me? 

AMIDALA: (airy) I have heard of the legendary powers 
of the Jedi. Their ability to lift items using their mind. Their 
skill with the lightsaber. I command that the two of you 
stage a demonstration for me. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Well. Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (he doesn't like it, but) There's little else we 
can do at the moment. 

QUI-GON: (forced politeness) Very well, your Highness. 
For your entertainment. 

Sound: Fade out on Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan igniting their 
lightsabers. 

SCENE 4-15 EXTERIOR NABOO - PRISON MINE 

Sound: The chirping of birds is drowned out by the 
clamor of mining machinery - drills, picks and shovels, the 
occasional explosive blast. Battle droids are marching 
everywhere, shouting out electronic orders. The occasional 
moans and sobs ofNaboo prisoners. 

BATTLE DROID: You there, take the hovercart over to 
Pit Twelve and have it fully loaded up! 

BATTLE DROID #2: You have a quota. You must extract 
200 tons of crystals and minerals before the day is up. Work 
quicker. Work harder. 

ELDERLY MAN: (weak, shaky) Please, sir...I need some 
water... 

BATTLE DROID: What do you need it for? 

ELDERLY MAN: I feel faint...my mouth is dry...I can't 
work without water... 



BATTLE DROID: You cannot work? 

ELDERLY MAN: No. Please...water... 

Sound: A blaster shot. The elderly man slumps to the 
ground. 

BATTLE DROID: Remove this body for incineration. Get 
another prisoner over here to work. 

BATTLE DROID #3: Roger roger. 

Sound: Crossfade to indicate another part of the work 
yard. The zapping noise of a laser drill. A battle droid 
marches up. 

BATTLE DROID: Prisoner Bibble. 

BIBBLE: (tired) That is...Governor Bibble...you bucket 
of bolts. 

BATTLE DROID: Prisoner Bibble. The Viceroy has 
ordered us to bring you to him. (cocks rifle) Drop your laser 
drill and come with us, or we will break your legs and carry 
you. 

BIBBLE: Well, since you put it that way, I think Til come 
willingly... 

Sound: The laser drill stops, and Bibble drops it onto the 
gravel. 

BATTLE DROID: Follow us. 

Sound: Footsteps on the gravel. 

BIBBLE: Tell me. What kind of efficient operation do you 
expect to run when your workers are dropping dead on the 
job? 

BATTLE DROID: That is none of my concern. 

BIBBLE: It should be. You and your fellow droids will 
likely be replacing us once we're all gone. Which won't be 
very long in the future, as hard as you're pushing us. Four 
hours of sleep, little food or water, people of all ages being 
driven like...like they're droids! 



BATTLE DROID: That is none of my concern, (stops 
walking) Into this speeder. We will take you to the Viceroy's 
palace. 

BIBBLE: Oh. It's the Viceroy's palace now, is it? We'll 
see for how long, once the Senate takes action. 

BATTLE DROID: Get in. 

Sound: Bibble gets aboard. The speeder hums and roars 
off. 

SCENE 4-16 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. A beeping noise from the 
console. 

RIC OLIE: That's it up ahead. Tatooine. (reading from 
the console) Third planet of a binary star system. Population 
about 200,000. Average temperature...whew...about 95 
degrees. It's gonna be mighty warm. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, check the sensors and find us a 
suitable place to land. 

OBI-WAN: Working on it. Master...There's a 
settlement...a spaceport, looks like. Computer lists it as 
'Mos Espa.' 

QUI-GON: (amused) Any particular reason why that one, 
Padawan? 

OBI-WAN: Er.. .no, not really. It just seems like the right 
one to go to. 

QUI-GON: I had the same feeling myself, Obi-Wan. You 
may learn to trust the living Force yet. Ric, land the ship 
near the outskirts of town, about...there. Five miles away. 

PANAKA: It's gonna be a long walk. 

QUI-GON: It'll be worth it. We don't want to attract any 
attention. Obi-Wan, go in the back and uncouple the 



hyperdrive - see how bad it is. Captain Panaka, inform the 
Queen that we're landing. 

PANAKA: All right. 

Sound: The hissing of the door and footsteps as Obi-Wan 
and Panaka leave. 

QUI-GON: What parts and tools will I need to find, Ric? 

RIC OLIE: I couldn't really tell you. I'm not a mechanic. 
It's probably a pretty long list, though. You're gonna go out 
there by yourself? 

QUI-GON: It depends. Who on this ship is 
knowledgeable with this vessel's technology? 

RIC OLIE: The pilots are, but... Actually, a good idea 
would be to take that droid, Artoo Detoo, along with you. 
It'd know what the ship needed. And we frankly haven't got 
any use for it around here until we have the parts anyway. 

QUI-GON: A good idea, Ric. I have a small holoprojector 
- I'll program it with a holo of the ship, in case the dealers 
in town need to know the specific make and model of the 
craft. 

RIC OLIE: I'll get to work on plotting the shortest 
possible route from here to Coruscant, so that we can make 
up for lost time once we're flying again. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, Ric. I'll be back as soon as I can. 

Sound: The door opens, and closes again after Qui-Gon 
leaves. 

SCENE 4-16 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
CORRIDOR 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Qui-Gon's footsteps, 
and the opening of a panel. 

OBI-WAN: I'll have the hyperdrive out of the floor in a 
few minutes. Master. 



QUI-GON: Good. We're entering the atmosphere now; 
ril set out once we land. 

PANAKA: (coming up) Oh, there you are. The Queen's 
been informed, Qui-Gon. You're heading out? 

QUI-GON: Yes. I'm taking the R2 unit with me. 

PANAKA: All right. Just up ahead and to the right. The 
handmaiden cleaned up the droid last night, so it should be 
powered up and fit to travel. 

QUI-GON: Good. 

PANAKA: Your Gungan friend's with them as well. Take 
him too. The other pilots and guards are grumbling about 
him...he's been wandering around, stumbling and knocking 
over stuff. I don't want any fights on the ship. 

QUI-GON: A wise precaution. Captain. I'll take him 
along. 

Sound: More footsteps, and a door opens. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Hello. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A GREETING. 

QUI-GON: What have you been up to? 

JAR-JAR: Oh, mesa just lookin' around. Mesa find dis 
handmaiden here, Padme, cleaning up da droid. So mesa 
hep her. 

PADME: First time I've ever seen a Gungan before. 

QUI-GON: I hope he hasn't been too much trouble. 

PADME: Oh no, he's been fine. We've been talking. 
Seems we have a lot in common. 

QUI-GON: There may be hope for Naboo-Gungan 
relations yet. Jar-Jar, get ready. I'm heading out to a nearby 
town, and you're going with me. The droid as well. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

JAR-JAR: What?!? B-b-but - 



QUI-GON: Artoo, hook up to the ship's computer before 
joining me. I'll need a complete list of required replacement 
parts and repair tools. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

QUI-GON: Oh, handmaiden...I'd like a disguise for when 
I go outside. 

PADME: You're going outside? To where? 

QUI-GON: A large settlement. I think I'd fit in best as a 
peasant, or a farmer. Does the Queen have anything in her 
wardrobe that might help? 

PADME: No...but I do. I was raised by farmers in the 
mountain areas. You'll find a pancho up ahead in the 
Queen's quarters, near Her Highness's makeup cases. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, handmaiden. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks off. 

JAR-JAR: But...my no want to go outside! 

PADME: Excuse me. Jar-Jar. I have to...take care of 
something. 

Sound: Padme runs out 

SCENE 4-17 EXTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - MAIN 
AREA 

Sound: A screeching and ratcheting of chains. Padme 
runs by. 

PADME: Excuse me, Jedi... 

OBI-WAN: No problem. Hmm. Wonder what she was in 
such a hurry about? (the chain noises stop) There...that's 
got it. Let's have a look at you. Hmm... 

Sound: Jar-Jar runs up. 

JAR-JAR: Obi-Wan, sire, pleeese, no mesa go! 

OBI-WAN: What? What are you talking about? 

JAR-JAR: Quiggon wantsa mesa to go with him to da 
city. It's too hot outta dere! Mesa fry! 



OBI-WAN: Sorry, but Qui-Gon's right. You'll only be in 
the way on board. Where he's going there will be tons of 
non-humans. By being with him, you'll help him blend in, 
and make things less obvious, (muttering to himself) I hope. 

JAR-JAR: (walking off) Ohhh, itsen no fair... 

QUI-GON: (coming up) Obi-Wan. How bad is the 
hyper drive? 

OBI-WAN: The hyperdrive generator is gone. Master. 
See - shot went right through the main fuel line. The rest of 
the hyperdrive's repairable, but the generator isn't. We will 
need a new one. 

QUI-GON: That'll complicate things. Generators are the 
most expensive part of a hyperdrive. 

OBI-WAN: The other repairs are minor. We have most of 
the parts; all we need are the tools and a few minor pieces. 

QUI-GON: Good. Are you familiar with the Nubian's 
design? 

OBI-WAN: Enough that I can get by. A couple of pilots 
are working on the red-domed Artoo unit. Hopefully it'll be 
able to help. 

QUI-GON: All right. I'm off then, (closer, whisper) Be 
wary...I sense a disturbance in the Force. 

OBI-WAN: I feel it also. Master. I can't tell if it's good or 
bad, though. 

QUI-GON: Neither can I. But we'd best not take 
chances. I'll try and be as fast with this as I can. 

OBI-WAN: I'll keep a close watch over the Queen. 

QUI-GON: Good. Don't let them send any transmissions. 

OBI-WAN: I won't. 

ARTOO: (rolling up) BEEPS OUT A GREETING. 

QUI-GON: Artoo. Did you download the information I 
need? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 



QUI-GON: Good. Come on, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh nooo... 

Sound: The group marches (and rolls) down the exit 
ramp. 

SCENE 4-18 INTERIOR ROYAL STARSHIP - QUEEN S 
AUDIENCE CHAMBER 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft sounds. A door opens. In the 
background, the handmaidens whisper excitedly about 
"those handsome Jedi." 

PADME: Why didn't you warn me that Jedi was leaving? 

PANAKA: I didn't see a point. There won't be anything 
you can do to help him - 

PADME: r m going with him. Eirtae, help me get this 
robe off. 

PANAKA: What?!? Your Highness - 

PADME: (indicates removing robe) Don't worry I'm 
wearing clothes under this. I wanted to be ready at a 
moment's notice, just in case you decided to be 
overprotective. Here, Eirtae. 

EIRTAE: I have it, your Highness. 

PANAKA: You know that's not what I was going to say! 
Your Highness, this planet is highly dangerous. To go out 
there, even with a Jedi escort, is foolhardy! You don't know 
what these natives are like - 

PADME: I can't just stand around here like a statue all 
day, hoping things will turn out all right. Look, you trained 
me well. I'll be fine. Now come on, let's get after that Jedi 
before he gets too far out! And look after the ship while I'm 
gone. 

PANAKA: Your Highness... 

PADME: Do I have to make it an order? 

PANAKA: (sigh) No. You don't. Come on... 



SCENE 4-19 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - 
SPACESHIP - DAY 

Sound: The blowing of the desert wind. The far-off 
growls of the banthas. The crunching of feet upon sand, 
and the rolling of Artoo's treads. 

JAR-JAR: Awww....dissa bombad sun. So hot... 

QUI-GON: (sounding a bit distracted) You'll be all 
right... 

JAR-JAR: Quiggon? Hey, Quiggon? Yousa all right? 

QUI-GON: What? Oh, Jar-Jar. Tm fine. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa know itsen hot, boot...my didn't tink it'd 
make you shaky dis quick. 

QUI-GON: No, no, it's not that. I've never been here 
before, but...this place seems familiar. Yes...I've seen this 
place in a dream. 

JAR-JAR: A dream? 

QUI-GON: (uncertain) Yes. I was...looking for somebody. 
Or someone was looking for me. Maybe... both? 

JAR-JAR: Yousa needen to do back to da ship? 

QUI-GON: No, I don't. Please, forgive the ramblings of 
an old man. Jar-Jar. Let's get going. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. (they start walking again) Ohhh...Da 
sun doen murder to mesa skin... 

QUI-GON: Keep up with me, Jar-Jar. We're in a hurry. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

Sound: From the distance, two sets of footsteps run up. 

PANAKA: (coming up) Wait! WAIT!! 

Sound: The footsteps stop. 

QUI-GON: What is this?? 

PANAKA: Uh, well... 

PADME: (pointedly) Go on. Captain. 

PANAKA: Her Highness commands you to take her 
handmaiden with you. She wishes for her to observe the 



local... 

QUI-GON: No more commands from Her Highness 
today, Captain. This spaceport is not going to be pleasant. 

PANAKA: (emphatic) The Queen wishes it. She is 
curious about the planet. 

PADME: r ve been trained in self-defense. I speak a 
number of languages. I can take care of myself. 

QUI-GON: You again - the farmer's daughter. Well, 
you're certainly in the right clothing for it now. Tell me, 
have you ever spent any time in a major city? On any world 
other than your own? 

PADME: We 11...there's a first time for everything. 

QUI-GON: Wrong answer. Captain, this is not a pleasure 
cruise, and I am not a tour guide. Take her back and tell the 
Queen - 

PANAKA: If it's any consolation, I don't agree with this 
either. But the Queen has commanded it, and what the 
Queen says goes. 

QUI-GON: Captain - 

PANAKA: Please, Qui-Gon. Please don't make me go 
back and tell her you refused. 

QUI-GON: (sighs) Fine. Fine. I don't have time to argue. 
But this is not a good idea, and I want you to tell the Queen 
that for me. 

PANAKA: I will. 

QUI-GON: So, handmaiden... 

PADME: Padme. 

QUI-GON: Padme?? (starts to say something, then thinks 
better of it) All right - Padme. We are going into this city for 
parts and nothing else. Stay close to me at all times. Do not 
speak to other beings unless I say you can. At the first sign 
of trouble, get behind me. Is that clear? 

PADME: Crystal clear, Jedi. 



PANAKA: (walking off) Thank you, Qui-Gon. Til see you 
later... 

Sound: The group sets off again. 

SCENE 4-20 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - DAY 

Sound: A cacophony of noises - the chatter of various 
beings (of all types), the snorts of banthas and rontos, the 
whine of landspeeders zooming by the distant roar of 
launching and landing spaceships. And again, the footsteps 
and rolling. 

PADME: This town seems like a terrible place to live. 
Hot, dingy...what kind of people would want to live here? 

QUI-GON: Pirates, smugglers, drug runners...for most, 
this is their home away from home. 

PADME: Criminals live here? I remember Captain 
Panaka saying something about the Hutts... 

QUI-GON: Tatooine is home to Jabba the Hutt, who 
controls most of the smuggling, piracy, and slavery that 
funds this world. He controls the spaceports and 
settlements, all the populated areas. The deserts belong to 
the Jawas, who scavenge whatever they can to sell or trade, 
and to the Tuskens, who live as nomads and feel free to 
steal from everyone. There are a number of small moisture 
farms as well, operated by off-worlders not directly 
connected to the Hutts. Most avoid places like this. The few 
spaceports like this one are havens for those who do not 
wish to be found... 

PADME: ...like us. 

QUI-GON: Exactly. 

PADME: Do you really think we can find the parts we 
need here? 

QUI-GON: Spaceports usually have junkyards, and most 
specialize in out-of-the-way parts. 



PADME: Where do we look? All these buildings look the 
same to me. 

JAR-JAR: And my don't tink dey sell maps. 

QUI-GON: The Jawas would know where the best 
junkshops are. Til ask one. Excuse me... 

JAWA: Ibana? 

QUI-GON: Can you tell me where the nearest salvage 
shop is? 

JAWA: Mombay opakwa uwanna waa jol. Bom'loo 
pop'nloo. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. Come on, Padme, Jar-Jar. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CONFUSION. 

PADME: How did you understand what he said? 

QUI-GON: (amused) You don't think Jedi training is all 
meditation and lightsaber drills, do you? I can only speak a 
couple of languages, but I understand many more. Ah, here 
we are. A very large junkyard in the back...hopefully this 
place will have what we need. 

SCENE 4-21 INTERIOR JUNKYARD - MOS ESPA - DAY 

Sound: Hissing of oil baths, whirring of machinery, 
sparking/sawing noises of metalworking. A cacophony of 
noise. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (far off) Yes, put that binder aside 
- Ebe Endicott's coming by later today to look it over. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, sir - 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Eh? Oh, hello there. A farmer, 
huh? I'm afraid we're fresh out of farm equipment. You 
want some vaporators, the Jawas got a great deal going 
down the street. 

QUI-GON: Er, no, sir, I don't need farm equipment. I'm 
looking for a T-14 - 

Sound: A distant shout from the other side of the shop. 



JUNKYARD OWNER: Hold that thought, (loudly) What 
was that?? 

Sound: The distant voice repeats itself. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Yeah. Yeah, I see. All right. Til see 
what I can do. (quieter) Sorry about that. What did you 
want? 

QUI-GON: r m looking for a T-14 hyperdrive generator. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: T-14? Nope, afraid we're out of 
those. Can get you a T-10, though. Take some jury-rigging, 
but you might be able to make it work. 

QUI-GON: r m afraid that's not an option. You see, my 
ship - 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Tell you what, tell you what. 
Where were you wanting to go? 

QUI-GON: To Coruscant. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Well, it just so happens I have a 
ship available for a quick trip. Nice point three hyper drive, 
get you there in a couple of days. Question is, how bad are 
you wanting to get there? 

QUI-GON: How much would it take? 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Oh, say...the girl here. 

PADME: What?!? 

QUI-GON: Excuse me? 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Looks a little on the plain side, but 
with some makeup - she's got an okay body, near as I can 
tell- 

PADME: Sorry, but I'm not for sale! 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Can we talk privately, farmer? 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, sir - 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (whisper) Now see, my employer 
is very well connected. To some powerful beings, if you get 
my drift. And they are usually very generous to someone 
who is willing to share, shall we say...more than the usual. 



We are prepared to offer you a very generous sum. More 
than your farm could make in several years - 

QUI-GON: Not interested. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: That your final answer? 

QUI-GON: That's my only answer. 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (sigh) Hang on. (walks across the 
room, speaks in a whisper) Sorry but it looks like they're 
not interested. 

BIB: (whispers something to the owner) 

JUNKYARD OWNER: How did I know you'd say that? All 
right, go get the guys, and I'll explain it to them. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Padme, get behind me and head for 
the door. Jar-Jar, Artoo, you follow her. 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Oh no, wesa in trubble again... 

Sound: Several beings rush in the door 

PADME: Hey, get away from me! Don't touch me, you 
beasts! 

QUI-GON: What is this? 

JUNKYARD OWNER: (coming up) I'm sorry, but I'm 
afraid my employer insists. The beings he's associated with 
have a...predilection, shall we say...for human females. 
Now, you could walk away with a great cash reward, or you 
can walk away with nothing. 

THUG #3: (alien sentence) 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Or you can not walk away at all. 
Your choice. 

QUI-GON: Tell that Twi'lek that under no circumstances 
will I sell the girl. And if he insists on making an issue of it, 
he will soon be short several henchmen. 

BIB: (Huttese sentence) 

JUNKYARD OWNER: Now, we can do this the easy way, 
or we can do this the hard way. The easy way is, my pals 



take this girl to the palace of - 

Sound: A hitting noise. 

RODIAN: (yelps in pain) 

PADME: I said GET AWAY!! 

QUI-GON: Padme, Jar-Jar, RUN!! 

JUNKYARD OWNER: The hard way it is! Rush him, 
boys! 

Sound: The sound of a furious fistfight The shouts and 
yelps of the henchmen. 

THUG #1: Hey, this farmer knows how to fight! 

THUG #2: The girl ain't too bad either! 

JAR-JAR: HEP!! HEP!! Wesa getting crunched!! 

ARTOO: BEEPING NOISES. 

Sound: An electric zapping, and a thug screaming. 

THUG #3: Hey!! Since when did droids carry electric 
guns in their innards?! ? 

JAR-JAR: Tank you, Artoo! 

QUI-GON: Get out of here!! Til cover you! 

SCENE 4-22 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREETS - DAY 

Sound: Transition to outside the junks hop. 

THUG #3: Come on, after 'em! 

THUG #1: They're gonna be sorry they ever walked in 
h- 

Sound: A door slams down with a "whoosh ". 

THUG #1: (from behind the door) OWWW!! 

THUG #2: (in agony) My feet!! It crushed my feet!! 

PADME: What? How did that door slam down like 
that?!? Nobody touched the door controls... 

QUI-GON: I suggest we get some distance, Padme, 
before I try to explain it... 

PADME: This way. Jar-Jar! 

BIB: (from behind the door) You fools! After them!! 



Sound: Running noises. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Ohh, how do my always get in 
dese tings... 

Sound: A growing roar of wind. The door opens. 

THUG #1: (coughing) What the? I thought the 
sandstorm (koff) was later (koff)... 

THUG #2: Man, (koff) this is (koff) awful...can't see a 
(koff) thing... 

BIB: (sigh) Forget it! That fool can choke to death in the 
sand. Come back in, men. 

Sound: The door closes, and the wind abates. 

QUI-GON: (sigh) That ought to solve that problem... 

SCENE 4-23 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - JUNK DEALER 
PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: Transition to another street. A distant local tune 
is playing. 

QUI-GON: Are you all right? 

PADME: Not really. I felt sick having to hurt those men. 
They were only following their boss's orders. 

QUI-GON: There is a difference between fighting to hurt 
someone and fighting to defend yourself, handmaiden. 
There is nothing wrong with fighting to defend. 

PADME: (reluctant) If you say so. (beat) So how 
powerful are you? In your..."Force." 

QUI-GON: It's hard to say. There have been tales of Jedi 
who have manifested almost unimaginable powers, but it 
comes at a great price to themselves. Especially those who 
used the Dark Side of the Force. 

ARTOO: "WOO." 

PADME: What kind of powers? 

QUI-GON: Padme, I think it best to leave this subject for 
another time and place. The streets have ears, if you take 



my meaning. 

PADME: Oh. All right. Well, now what do we do? 
QUI-GON: Hmm. There seems to be a few small junk 
shops here in this plaza. We'll try one of the smaller dealers. 
They won't be as likely to be dealing with slavers. 

JAR-JAR: My certainly hope not! 

QUI-GON: Come on. In here... 

SCENE 4-23 INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY 

Sound: Junkshop noises, the flapping of Watto's wings, 
and the ringing of a doorbell 

WATTO: Goota da nollia. Hi chuba da nallia? 

QUI-GON: My ship was damaged en route to this world. 
1 need parts for a J-type 327 Nubian. 

WATTO: Ah yes, Nubian. A beautiful ship. We have lotsa 
parts for that, (loudly) Peedunkel! Caba dee unko! 

QUI-GON: My droid has a complete readout of what 1 
need. 

Sound: Anakin runs in from outside, running down the 
steps. 

WATTO: What took you so long? 

ANAKIN: 1 was cleaning the fan switches... 

WATTO: Never mind the switches now! Watch the store 
- I've got some selling to do here. Soooo, let me takea thee 
and your droid out back, huh? You'll find what you need. 
Thee has found the best junkyard in all of the Outer Rim... 

Sound: Watto flaps away, followed by Qui-Gon's 
footprints. Qui-Gon grabs something from Jar-Jar's hand. 
QUI-GON: Don't touch anything. 

JAR-JAR: (far off) Hmph! 

Sound: Jar-Jar sticks his tongue out at Qui-Gon from a 
distance. 



SCENE 4-24 EXTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK YARD - 
BEHIND SHOP - DAY 

Sound: The chattering of a pit droid, and tinkering 
noises around the junkyard. 

WATTO: Sooo, thee said you need Nubian parts. Any in 
particular? 

QUI-GON: What I need most is a T-14 hyperdrive 
generator. 

WATTO: A T-14 hyperdrive generator. Thee in luck. I'm 
the only one hereabouts who has one...but thee might as 
well buy a new ship. It would be cheaper, I think, huh? 
(chuckles) Saying of which, how's thee going to pay for all 
this, huh? 

QUI-GON: I have 20,000 Republic dataries - 

WATTO: Republic credits? Does this look like a planet 
that uses electronic money, huh? Republic credits are no 
good out here. I need something more real. About, uh... 
25,000 truguts should do it. 

QUI-GON: I don't have anything else, especially not 
"truguts." (strange tone in voice) But credits will do fine. 

WATTO: No, they won'ta. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Credits will do fine. 

WATTO: No, they won'ta!! What, you think you're some 
kinda Jedi waving your hand around like that? I'm a 
Toydarian. Mind tricks don'ta work on me-only money. No 
money, no parts, no deal! 

ARTOO: HOOTS AND MOANS. 

WATTO: And no one else has a T-14 hyperdrive, I 
promise you that. 

QUI-GON: (beat, embarrassed) Tm sorry to have wasted 
your time. Come on, Artoo. 


SCENE 4-25 INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY 



Sound: Junkshop noises again. Qui-Gon walks in, 
followed by Artoo. 

QUI-GON: We're leaving. Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Whoa!! YOWW!! 

Sound: Pieces of junk dropping to the floor. 

PADME: (moving off) I'm glad to have met you, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (calling after them) I was glad to meet you 
too! 

ARTOO: (moving off) WHISTLES. 

WATTO: (calling after them) Come back when you have 
some real money! 

JAR-JAR: (moving off) Wha-what? Where'd dey go? Oh... 

Sound: The group walks out of the shop. 

SCENE 4-26 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - 
ALCOVE - DAY 

Sound: Street noises. 

PADME: No luck? 

QUI-GON: It depends. I need to talk to Obi-Wan. Let's 
see...ah. There's an alley. That'll afford us some privacy. 

Sound: The street noises become farther off, as they 
enter the alley. 

QUI-GON: Jar Jar, Artoo, keep an eye out. Make sure 
nobody disturbs us. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

Sound: A comlink beep. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, this is Qui-Gon. Obi-Wan, do you 
read? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. Everything's normal here. 

QUI-GON: The Queen hasn't asked you for any more 
demonstrations, has she? 



OBI-WAN: (amused) Not so far. Any luck with the 
hyper drive? 

QUI-GON: Yes and no. There is one available in this 
town, but they won't take Republic money. We need 
something to trade for solid money. 

OBI-WAN: How much money are they asking? 

QUI-GON: 25,000 in local currency. 

OBI-WAN: Hmm. I just finished running an inventory of 
the ship. Outside of the ship's very hull, there's nothing of 
any real value aboard. 

QUI-GON: This will be risky, but...do you suppose the 
Queen would be open to us selling her ship and renting 
another? 

PANAKA: (on comm) I heard that, and it's out of the 
question. That ship was King Veruna's before it was hers. It 
was made especially for the ruler of Naboo. 

OBI-WAN: So much for that idea. Master. 

QUI-GON: Just as well. It would call far too much 
attention to us to suddenly dump a shiny Nubian cruiser on 
the local market. And you're sure there's nothing left on 
board? 

OBI-WAN: A few containers of supplies. The Queen's 
wardrobe, maybe. But not enough for you to barter with, 
not in the amount you're talking about. 

QUI-GON: All right. I'm sure another solution will 
present itself. I'll check back later. 

Sound: The comlink deactivates. 

QUI-GON: Come on, everyone... 

JAR-JAR: No again! No again! Da beings hereabouts 
cawazyll Wesa be robbed and crunched! 

QUI-GON: Not likely. We have nothing of value -- that's 
our problem. Come on, let's look for another dealer... 

ARTOO: BEEPS AND WHISTLES. 



Sound: Fade out. 

NARRATOR: In only a single day's time, a whirlwind of 
events has carried Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, Queen Amidala, and 
Jar-Jar from the clutches of the Trade Federation into an 
uncertain search on an unfriendly desert world. But not all 
is mere circumstance, and not all is within the designs of 
Darth Sidious. Though the worried group in Mos Espa does 
not yet know it, their seemingly chance meeting with a 
young slave boy will change each of their lives, and the 
future of the galaxy, forever... 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER FIVE: 

“A BOY, A GIRL, AND A GALAXY" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Battle Droid Artoo Detoo 

Governor Sio Bibble Banthas 

Viceroy Nute Gunray Sith Probe Droid 

Gode Takrab 
Anakin Sky walker 
Kitster Banai 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 
Qui-Gon Jinn 
Jar-Jar Binks 
Gragra 

Sebulba the Dug 
Jira 

Shmi Skywalker 
See-Threepio 
Obi-Wan Kenobi 
Captain Gordon Panaka 
Darth Sidious 
Darth Maul 
Watto 

Amee Itaker 
Wald 



Seek Townson 


ANNOUNCER: Star Wars: The Phantom Menace. Based on 
the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Five: "A Boy A 
GirL and a Galaxy" 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Sent on a diplomatic 
mission, the Jedi Knights Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi 
have been swept into a confusing chain of events. The 
planet Naboo has been invaded by the greedy Trade 
Federation, in direct defiance of the laws of the Republic. 
Rescuing the teenage Queen Amidala from the Federation's 
clutches, Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan escaped Naboo with the 
Queen in her chromium-covered royal yacht. But in the 
escape, the Royal starship was damaged and rendered 
unable to reach the Republic's capitol world of Coruscant - 
and safety. 

Sound: Ambient spaceship noises. 

NARRATOR: Now the ship has landed on a small desert 
world called Tatooine. Qui-Gon, the Gungan Jar-Jar Binks, 
the droid Artoo Detoo, and royal handmaiden Padme 
Naberrie - secretly the Queen herself in disguise - have 
traveled to the dusty, corrupt town of Mos Espa, 
desperately hoping to find the parts needed to repair the 
ailing vessel before the Federation can find them. 
Meanwhile, on Naboo, things are rapidly going from bad to 
worse... 


SCENE 5-1 INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
THRONE ROOM 



Sound: The marching of several battle droids on the 
marble floor. 

BATTLE DROID: Here is the prisoner. Viceroy. 

BIBBLE: Look at you, sitting in that throne as if it 
actually belonged to you. Whatever you've brought me here 
for, I will not cooperate. 

NUTE: You have little choice. Governor, as your only 
alternative is death. 

BIBBLE: I would rather die than bow before a leech 
such as you. When the Queen returns with the Republic 
Judiciary Force - 

NUTE: Your Queen did not reach Coruscant, Lm afraid. 

BIBBLE: (shocked whisper) You...you killed her?!? 

NUTE: I did not say that. Her ship was merely damaged. 
We are concerned for her safety, and would like your help in 
locating her. 

BIBBLE: Betray my Queen? Never! 

NUTE: I strongly urge you to reconsider. I am sure a 
man of high standing such as you must have a large 
family... 

BIBBLE: You craven beast... 

NUTE: Relax, Governor. We shall take no action against 
them. For now. What happens to them...will be up to you. 
Guards, take him away. 

BATTLE DROID: Move. 

Sound: The marching again, which fades off into the 
distance. The door shuts. A small machine begins to beep 
and whir. 

NUTE: Well, Gode? Did you get a sufficient video and 
audio sampling? 

GODE: Oh yes. It should only take me a few minutes to 
construct a convincing holographic double of Bibble. Have 
you written the message you want sent to the Queen's ship? 



NUTE: Yes. I also have the frequency to reach the 
Queen's vessel. How long will it take you to construct a 
similar holo-copy of the Queen? 

CODE: Hard to say. There aren't many holorecordings of 
her here, and the ones there are don't seem to match for 
some reason. The voice patterns vary... 

NUTE: Just finish the Bibble recording. We'll worry 
about the Queen later. If we can convince her to return with 
this message, or even get a response, it may not even turn 
out to be necessary... 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 5-2 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET 

Sound: Street noises. Anakin huffs and puffs as he 
comes up. 

ANAKIN: (frantic) Kitster! Hey, Kitster!! 

KITSTER: Oh, hi Ani! We gonna have lunch together? 

ANAKIN: Huh? Uh, no. I'm looking for somebody - a guy 
with long brown hair and a beard, a pretty girl - 

KITSTER: Pretty girl?!? Ani, are you crazy? There's 
nothing pretty in this town! 

ANAKIN: I swear to you, Kitster, honest to God, she's 
the most beautiful girl you could ever imagine! Now have 
you seen anyone like 'em at all? 

KITSTER: No. I 've been busy carrying foodstuffs for my 
master. 

ANAKIN: Well... (pauses, takes a couple of deep breaths 
to calm down) - th-there was a creature with 'em. Yeah, 
eyes on stalks, orange skin with freckles, big ears, a 
duckbill, wearing overalls and a brown vest- really silly 
looking. 

KITSTER: Um...yeah. Yeah, I did see a creature like 
that. I think it was heading up towards Akim's Munch cafe. 



ANAKIN: Okay. Thanks, Kitster! Til see you later! 

Sound: Anakin runs off. 

KITSTER: What's gotten into him? 

SCENE 5-3 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - 
MARKET - DAY 

Sound: Crossfade to indicate another street in town. 
Street noises. Numerous wild lines and footsteps. 

PADME: (a bit tired) Perhaps we should try another 
town. We've been to five junk shops in the last hour, and 
none of them have had what we needed. And the one that 
did wouldn't accept our money. 

QUI-GON: No, our answer lies here in this settlement. I 
feel certain of it. I thought that Toydarian would be the 
answer to our problems, but... 

PADME: What is it? 

QUI-GON: I have this strange feeling. As though I've 
missed something very important... 

PADME: I 've noticed you seem to be looking around for 
something. Not necessarily a junk shop, either. What are 
you looking for? 

QUI-GON: (sighs) I'm not sure. The Force is telling me 
there is someone here. Someone I have to find. 

PADME: Who? 

QUI-GON: I don't know. I'm hoping I'll know them when 
I see them. 

Sound: The walking noises fade off a bit into the 
distance. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Oh, mooie-mooie! Yummy munchen! No 
one's a-lookin'... 

Sound: Jar-Jar shoots out his tongue. Wire noises as it's 
pulled with the gorg. 



JAR-JAR: (tongue sticking out) Eeh, wha gib? Munnen 
suk sus suthen... ("Munchen stuck to somethin'") 

GRAGRA: (guttural female voice) Hey! HEY!! 

JAR-JAR: Huh? 

GRAGRA: Are you going to pay for that? It costs seven 
wiuppiwiuppi. 

JAR-JAR: Uhh... 

GRAGRA: If not, would you please remove your tongue 
from it before the wire breaks? I have other customers, you 
know! 

JAR-JAR: Umm....neber mi.. 

Sound: Jar-Jar spits out the gorg, and the wire parts with 
a "clang!" The gorg dies through the air with a flopping 
noise, and lands with a "splash" in some liquid (Sebulba's 
soup). 

SEBULBA: CHUBA!!! My soup!! My clothes!! 

GRAGRA: Ooh, now you've done it! You picked the 
wrong soup bowl to spit that gorg into. That's Sebulba the 
Dug there. 

JAR-JAR: Ooops... 

GRAGRA: If I were you. I'd get out of here. Fast. Maybe 
he didn't notice you. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off, whistles nervously) 

Sound: Sebulba growls and jumps off his chair, knocking 
it over He rams Jar-Jar in the chest, knocking him to the 
ground. 

JAR-JAR: OOF!! 

SEBULBA: Na chuba nien? 

JAR-JAR: Wha...what yousa say?? 

GRAGRA: Ohh, he's really mad. He always speaks in 
Huttese when he's mad. He wants to know if that gorg's 
yours. 



JAR-JAR: Who, mesa?? (chokes as Sebulba grabs his 
throat) 

Sound: The murmurings and wild lines of the creatures 
around the two. 

SEBULBA: Googa da pom-pom? Hmm?? 

GRAGRA: I don't think you want me to translate that 
one. You can probably guess by that fist he's waving what 
he means anyway 

JAR-JAR: No, no, mesa sorry... 

GRAGRA: Hey, Sebulba, leave this one. He ain't worth 
the trouble. And a fight out here's bad for business. 

SEBULBA: Shut up, Gragra! I don't take insults from 
anyone! This ugly creature ruined my lunch! 

JAR-JAR: (to himself) Why mesa always da one?? 

ANAKIN: (coming up) Because you're afraid. 

JAR-JAR: Huh? Oh - yousa boy dere. Hep me, please! 
Hisen talking about pom-pom... 

ANAKIN: I'll see what I can do. (self-assured) Chessko, 
Sebulba. Coo wolpa tooney rana. 

SEBULBA: Tooney rana nu pratta dunko, shag? 

ANAKIN: Oh da Hutt. Cha porko ootman geesa...me 
teesa rodda co pana pee choppa chawa. 

SEBULBA: Neek me chowa, wermo, mo killee ma 
klounkee. Una noto wo shag, me wompity du pom pom. 

Sound: Sebulba jumps off Jar-Jar and slinks away. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, dat hurt... 

ANAKIN: (chuckles) Eh, chee bana do mullee ra. 

GRAGRA: (sigh) Thanks, kid. I didn't want to have to 
clean up. 

ANAKIN: No problem. 

Sound: Qui-Gon, Padme, and Artoo walk back into the 
scene. 

ANAKIN: Hi. 



QUI-GON: Hi there. 

ANAKIN: Your buddy here was about to be turned into 
orange goo. He picked a fight with a Dug. An especially 
dangerous Dug called Sebulba. 

JAR-JAR: Nosir, nosir. Mesa hate crunchen. Dat's da last 
ting mesa wanten! 

QUI-GON: Nevertheless, the boy is right...you were 
heading into trouble. How did you stop this, boy? 

ANAKIN: I told him your pal was very well connected 
with the Hutts. I didn't want to see Sebulba get diced 
before we could race again. 

PADME: What did he say to that? 

ANAKIN: Oh, he promised the next time I race against 
him, he'll take me out. Said he'd squash me right here if I 
wasn't a slave, but I'm not worried about that. Besides, if he 
did kill me, Watto would charge him a fortune. 

PADME: (disturbed) Uh...yes. 

QUI-GON: At any rate, a fight was averted. Thank you, 
my young friend. 

PADME: Thank you, Anakin. 

JAR-JAR: But...but...mesa doing nothing! 

ANAKIN: You were afraid of him. Fear attracts the 
fearsome, like the smell of that food attracted you. And he 
was afraid of looking bad in front of others, so he was trying 
to overcome his fear by squashing you. You can help 
yourself by controlling your fear and not letting it control 
you. You learn to do that, and in time you'll be less afraid. 

PADME: And that works for you? 

ANAKIN: Well...up to a point. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa not sure my understand dat... 

QUI-GON: Tell me, boy...who taught you such beliefs? 

ANAKIN: No one. That's just the way things are. 



QUI-GON: You're very wise for someone so young. Why 
did you follow us? 

ANAKIN: It's my lunch break. Since you didn't have any 
money I thought that maybe, if you were hungry I could get 
you something. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, mesa definitely hungry. 

QUI-GON: That's very kind of you, uh... 

ANAKIN: Anakin. Anakin Sky walker. 

QUI-GON: Anakin. Are you usually this generous to total 
strangers? 

ANAKIN: Uh...not usually. I just...um... 

PADME: (laughs) I'll save you the embarrassment. Me 
and Anakin talked while you and Watto were out in the 
junkyard. I guess you weren't ready to see me go so soon, 
huh? 

ANAKIN: Uh, no. No, I wasn't. 

JAR-JAR: Yousa said yousa getting us food. Where wesa 
go to get it? 

ANAKIN: Well, the cafe's out...Jira's stand is nearby... 

PADME: Who is Jira? 

ANAKIN: She's an old lady who runs a fruit stand. I've 
helped her out, and she sometimes gives me fruit for half- 
price. Come on. I'll buy you all a snack! 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: Well, maybe not you. I don't think she sells 
power generators. Come on, let's go! 

SCENE 5-4 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - ERUIT 
STAND - DAY 

Sound: Slight cross fade to indicate another section of 
town. 

ANAKIN: Hi, Jira. How are you feeling today? 



JIRA: Hi, Anakin. Well enough, I guess. The heat's never 
been kind to me you know, Ani. Who are your friends? 

ANAKIN: Oh, these are people who stopped by the shop 
for something. I promised 'em a snack. 

QUI-GON: You don't have to, you know. 

ANAKIN: It's all right, sir, I want to. Guess what, Jira? 
I've found that cooling unit I've been searching for. It's 
pretty beat up, but I'll have it fixed up for you in no time, I 
promise. 

JIRA: Oh, wonderful! You're a fine boy, Ani. What would 
you like? 

ANAKIN: I'll take four pallies today, if you've got 'em. 

JIRA: All right. Let me see... here you go. Fresh and 
sweet. 

ANAKIN: Thanks, Jira. Here, Padme. You'll like these 
pallies. Here's one for you...and one for you... 

QUI-GON: Thank you. I'll keep mine in my belt pouch for 
now. (beat) Anakin? 

ANAKIN: (as if jerked out of a dream) Huh? 

QUI-GON: What is it? You look like you've seen 
something scary. 

ANAKIN: Uhh... nothing. It's nothing. Um, how did you 
get h- 

Sound: The wind starts to kick up. 

PADME: Ach! I 've got sand in my eyes! 

QUI-GON: Here, put your back to the wind. 

JAR-JAR: It'sen getting pitty breezy... 

JIRA: Oh, my bones are aching...storm's coming on, Ani. 
I can see the other dealers starting to close up shop. I've 
got to start sealing up mine. You'd better get home quick. 

ANAKIN: I will, Jira! Be careful! Padme, do you have 
shelter? 

QUI-GON: We'll be all right. We'll head back to our ship. 



ANAKIN: Is it far? 

PADME: It's on the outskirts. A few miles off. 

ANAKIN: Oh no, you'll never reach the outskirts in 
time...sandstorms are very very dangerous. People choke 
on the sand when the wind really gets going. Come on! I'll 
take you to my place. It's right down the road... 

PADME: (talking louder because of the wind) You have a 
house? 

ANAKIN: (louder) Well, sort of. It's in the slave quarters. 
Me and my mom live there. Come on, the storm's gonna be 
on us any minute! 

Sound: The wind rises to a wail. 

SCENE 5-5 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: The roaring of a full-out sandstorm outside a 
small building. A door opens, letting in the noise and wind. 
Coughing and footsteps through the door, then the door 
shuts. 

ANAKIN: (coughing) Whew...got here barely in time... 

PADME: (coughing) We are in your debt, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (louder) Mom! Mom! I'm home... 

JAR-JAR: Dissen cozy. 

SHMI: (coming up) Oh, my!! Ani, what's this? 

ANAKIN: These are my friends. Mom. This is Padme, 
and... gee, I don't know any of your names. 

QUI-GON: r m Qui-Gon Jinn, and this is Jar-Jar Binks. 

ARTOO: AN INTRODUCTORY BEEP. 

PADME: ...and our droid, Artoo-Detoo. 

ANAKIN: I' m building a droid. You wanna see? 

SHMI: Anakin! Why are they here? 

ANAKIN: There's a sandstorm. Mom. Listen! (beat to let 
the wind be heard) 



QUI-GON: Your son was kind enough to offer us shelter. 
We met at the shop where he works. 

ANAKIN: Come on, Padme! My room's over here! Til 
show you Threepio! 

ARTOO: (moving off) BEEPS IN INTEREST. 

JAR-JAR: (scratching) Dat sand hurt my skin so bad. 
Mesa so flaky... 

QUI-GON: Do you have any water facilities? My friend 
here is from a water-rich planet, and the heat and sand 
have been harsh on him. 

SHMI: We have a shower upstairs. He can use it. Up the 
stairs and to the right, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: (moving off, weary) Tank you. 

Sound: Jar-Jar walks up the stairs. 

SHMI: I am Shmi Skywalker. Anakin and I are pleased to 
have you as our guests. 

Sound: Qui-Gon opens one of his pockets and pulls out a 
small box. 

QUI-GON: I know this is unexpected. Take these food 
concentrate capsules. Hydrated, they should make a 
nourishing soup. 

SHMI: Oh, thank you. Thank you so much. I'm sorry if I 
was abrupt. I'll never get used to Anakin's surprises. 

QUI-GON: He's a very special boy. 

SHMI: (beat, then a whisper) Yes, I know. 

SCENE 5-6 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - BEDROOM 
- DAY 

Sound: Ambient hovel sounds. A cloth cover is pulled off 
of something metallic. 

ANAKIN: There he is... my very own droid. Isn't he 
great?! He's not finished yet. 

ARTOO: “WOO.' 



PADME: What is he? 

ANAKIN: A Cybot Galactica droid. Humanoid model. I 
found him in the junkyard last year. I don't know how long 
he's been there - his skeleton's about eighty years old. Plus 
his memory's been wiped, so it was like having a brand new 
droid. I've been able to put his structural components back 
together, so all he needs now is his metal skin. 

PADME: You've done a great job putting him back 
together. He's wonderful! 

ANAKIN: You really like him? He's a protocol droid...to 
help Mom. Here, I'll turn him on for you. Watch! 

Sound: A switch is thrown, and a hum of power comes 
from the droid. 

DROID: (his voice coming up to speed) Oh! Oh. Where is 
everybody? 

ANAKIN: Oops. I forgot to put his other eye in. Here it 
is. Just a sec... 

Sound: Anakin fumbles around his room, and sticks 
Threepio's other eye with a 'click' in his body. 

ANAKIN: Here we go... 

DROID: Oh, hello. Master Anakin. Who is this young 
woman and her droid companion? 

ANAKIN: Hi, Threepio. This is Padme and Artoo. Say 
hello to our guests. 

THREEPIO: A pleasure. I am See-Threepio, Human- 
Cyborg Relations. How might I serve you? 

PADME: He's perfect. 

THREEPIO: Oh. Perfect...? 

ANAKIN: Well, not yet...but he's getting there. Here, 
Threepio, let's get you up and about, (pulls Threepio 
upright) When the storm is over. I'll show you my racer. I'm 
building a Podracer! 



PADME: Wow! How did you get so good at building 
things, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: My mom taught me a lot. I picked up the rest 
working at Watto's. 

Sound: The squeaking of Threepio's unfinished legs. 

THREEPIO: T m not sure this floor is entirely stable... 

ANAKIN: The floor's stable, Threepio. Tve just got to 
work on your legs some more. 

THREEPIO: Oh. Very well then. 

ARTOO: A FLURRY OF BEEPS AND WHISTLES. 

THREEPIO: Oh! Hello. I don't believe we have been 
introduced. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: Artoo-Detoo? A pleasure to meet you! I am 
See-Threepio, Human-Cyborg relations. 

ARTOO: LETS OUT A SNIGGERING BEEP. 

THREEPIO: I beg your pardon, but what do you mean... 
naked? 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: (horrified) My parts are showing? Oh, my 
goodness. How embarrassing! 

ARTOO: LETS OUT AN ELECTRONIC GIGGLE. 

PADME: Now, Artoo...we are guests in this house. Let's 
be polite to our hosts. 

SCENE 5-7 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Some futuristic "cooking" sounds. 

SHMI: Could you pass me those dishes? I need to clean 
them off. 

QUI-GON: Certainly. Here you go - 

Sound: A beeping noise. 

QUI-GON: Sorry - that's my comlink. Jar-Jar? 



JAR-JAR: (coming up) Oh, tank you, Miz Skywalker. My 
needen dat shawor. (shakes himself off) 

QUI-GON: Can you help her with the dishes? I have to 
take a call. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks off a bit, and then activates his 
comlink. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: Master, we have a problem. 

QUI-GON: Go on. 

OBI-WAN: WeVe received a holomessage from 
Governor Bibble on Naboo. It's... very disturbing. 

QUI-GON: Play it back for me. 

OBI-WAN: All right. Stand by... 

Sound: A beeping noise, and the crackle of holo-static. 

BIBBLE: Your Highness, the situation here is out of 
control... they're working the people like animals... they say 
they'll cut off all food supplies until you re turn... the death 
toll is catastrophic...They know your ship is damaged, and 
they want you to return to Naboo and surrender, or they'll 
start executing our people - thousands every hour! We 
must bow to their wishes. Your Highness...Please tell us 
what to do! If you can hear me. Your Highness, you must 
contact me... 

Sound: The holorecording crackles and fades out. 

QUI-GON: I hope you didn't let the Queen send a reply. 

OBI-WAN: I didn't. The Queen is upset, but absolutely 
no reply was sent. 

QUI-GON: Good. You made the right decision. It sounds 
like bait to establish a connection trace. 

OBI-WAN: Just what I thought, and Captain Panaka 
agrees as well, (beat) What if it is true and the people are 
dying? 



QUI-GON: Either way, we're running out of time. If 
they're trying a connection trace, they already know what 
planet we're on. 

Sound: Qui-Gon shuts off the comlink. 

SCENE 5-8 EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - BALCONY 
OVERLOOKING CITY - NIGHT 

Sound: The distant roar of flying traffic. A slight breeze. 

DARTH MAUL: (a gravelly whisper) You summoned me, 
my master? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Look out there. Maul, at the skyline. 
Miles-high skyscrapers, as far as the eye can see. And at 
night, they glitter and glow so bright you can see it from 
space. What does it remind you of? 

DARTH MAUL: It reminds me of nothing. They are just 
buildings. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Not to me. To me, they seem like a 
giant forest. A forest made of permacrete and 
transparisteel. And within those mighty artificial trees...are 
the fruit of life. The entire Galactic Republic in microcosm. 
So close...and yet out of reach. 

DARTH MAUL: But not for much longer. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You did locate the Queen's ship, 
then. 

DARTH MAUL: Yes. They are on a desert world on the 
Outer Rim, a world known as Tatooine. Did the Neimoidians 
succeed in their tracing attempt? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Queen and her group have 
accepted a communication from Sio Bibble. They haven't 
answered it, but I think we can be reasonably certain that 
they're still on Tatooine. 

DARTH MAUL: Tatooine is sparsely populated. If the 
trace was correct, I will find them quickly. Master. 



DARTH SIDIOUS: Move against the Jedi first. You will 
then have no difficulty in taking the Queen back to Naboo to 
sign the treaty. By the time the Chancellor learns what has 
become of his Jedi agents, the Senate will be rising against 
him. I have already briefed Senator Dod and Senator Teem. 
They know what to do. 

DARTH MAUL: Assuming the senator from Naboo 
creates the situation we require. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (chuckling) Senator Palpatine will 
play his role beautifully. He is frustrated by the Senate's 
worthless squabbling, and will quickly declare the treaty a 
fraud, signed under duress. Senator Dod will of course 
bicker and delay as long as he can, but the Senate will 
eventually send an investigative team to Naboo...where 
they will find the planet has been raped of its natural 
beauty and wealth. Its' people slaughtered like cattle. And 
on top of the mound of bodies.... that of a teenage girl in 
royal clothing. All because of Valorum's incompetence. 
Valorum's head will be placed on the chopping block. 
Senator Palpatine will wield the axe, and Senator Teem will 
make his bid to replace Valorum as Chancellor. 

DARTH MAUL: A well thought-out plan, my Master. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: And it is only the beginning, my 
apprentice. Only the beginning. 

DARTH MAUL: It is exhilarating, my Master. For a 
thousand years, since the time of Darth Bane, our 
predecessors have hidden and plotted. Now, in our very 
lifetimes, all of that work will finally come to fruition. At last 
we will reveal ourselves to the Jedi. At last we will have 
revenge. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You have been well trained, my 
young apprentice. They will be no match for you. 



DARTH MAUL: I am honored that you think so highly of 
me. Master. I only hope the Jedi do not find some way to 
sabotage our work. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Jedi have no clue what is 
happening. And even if they did, it is too late for them to 
stop us now. Everything is going as planned. The Republic 
itself will soon be under my control... 

SCENE 5-9 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Ambient hovel sounds, including kitchen noises. 
The distant roar of the wind outside. Shmi sets plates on 
the table. 

SHMI: Here you all go. Fresh steaming bowls of...what 
is this made of, Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: Dehydrated nutrient complex. 

SHMI: Fresh steaming bowls of dehydrated nutrient 
complex soup. And some bantha milk, and some fresh fruit 
from Jira's stand. 

ANAKIN: (wades in) Yum! 

JAR-JAR: (slurping) Ooh, mooie-mooie! 

PADME: Not very tasty. But then, I suppose it's not 
meant to be. Back at the family farm, we always had spices 
and such. 

JAR-JAR: (slurps his soup. A beat) Oops. Exsqueeze me. 

SHMI: That's all right, Jar-Jar. I do have some 
seasonings here. Would you like some Bumbuu extract, 
Padme? It's very mild... 

PADME: Thank you, ma'am. Watto's not going to mind 
our eating here, is he? He didn't seem to me to be very 
generous. 

SHMI: Watto never comes around here. He trusts us by 
now to maintain our home, report to work at the right time. 



and get the job done. Anything we do after that, as long as 
we stay within the city is our business. 

ANAKIN: Getting bought by Watto was actually a lucky 
break for us. He's not all that kind, but at least he doesn't 
beat either of us. 

QUI-GON: You seem to live very well for someone of 
your station. 

SHMI: Watto spends most of his time gambling on races. 
That's how he was able to afford this place for us. 

PADME: How long have you been a slave, Mrs. 
Skywalker? 

SHMI: Ms. And I've been a slave since I was a little girl. 
I was taken from my parents by pirates and sold to the 
Hutts. 

QUI-GON: And what do you do for Watto? 

SHMI: I take care of his house on the other side of town. 
I also occasionally work on repair jobs Anakin cannot 
handle. Not nearly as much nowadays. 

PADME: Why don't you simply escape? Surely you can 
get away from that little pest. 

SHMI: r m afraid it's not that simple. All slaves have a 
transmitter placed inside their bodies somewhere. 

ANAKIN: F ve been working on a scanner to try and 
locate them, but no luck. 

SHMI: Any attempt to escape... 

ANAKIN: ...and they blow you up... BOOM! 

PADME: (gasp) 

JAR-JAR: How wude. 

PADME: I can't believe there is still slavery in the galaxy. 
The Republic's anti-slavery laws are - 

SHMI: The Republic doesn't exist out here. We must 
survive on our own. 



PADME: It's so horrible. For this to exist so close to my 
own home...I never realized just how evil this galaxy can be. 

SHMI: You just haven't lived long enough. When you've 
seen as much as I have, nothing surprises you anymore. 

Sound: Jar-Jar does the tongue snatch again. 

QUI-GON: Jar-Jar, that's rude. If you're going to get fruit 
from the bowl, use your hands. Not your tongue. 

JAR-JAR: (gulps) Exsqueeze me again. 

ANAKIN: (beat) Has anybody ever seen a Podrace? 

PADME: No, I haven't. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa needer. 

QUI-GON: I did once. They have Podracing on 
Malastare. Very fast. Vbry dangerous. 

ANAKIN: I 've been in eight Podraces so far. I'm the only 
human who can do it. 

SHMI: Anakin! 

ANAKIN: Mom, what? I'm not bragging. It's true. Watto 
says he's never heard of a human doing it. 

QUI-GON: You must have Jedi reflexes if you race Pods. 

ANAKIN: Tha - 

Sound: Jar-Jar starts to do a tongue snatch again - and 
Qui-Gon grabs it in mid-air 

JAR-JAR: AGG!! Leb lo, leb lo!! (Let go, let go!!) 

ANAKIN: Wow. I' m not that fast. Then again. I've never 
tried to snatch a tongue in mid-air before. 

QUI-GON: Jar Jar. Don't do that again. Or your next 
meal will consist of the leftovers of whatever those banthas 
out there eat. 

JAR-JAR: (MUMBLING) 

Sound: Qui-Gon lets go of the tongue, and it snaps back 
into Jar-Jar's mouth. 

JAR-JAR: Oucho! Sorry... 

ANAKIN: You're a Jedi Knight, aren't you? 



PADME: (beat) Qui-Gon... 

QUI-GON: It's all right, Padme. What makes you think 
that, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Back at Jira's, when you put your pallie in your 
pocket. Your robe parted a bit, and I saw your laser sword 
hooked to your belt. Only Jedis carry that kind of weapon. 

QUI-GON: Oh? Not all of them. Perhaps I killed a Jedi 
and took it from him. 

ANAKIN: I don't think so. Pve heard all the stories. No 
one can kill a Jedi Knight. 

QUI-GON: (quiet and wistful) I wish that were so. I truly 
do. 

ANAKIN. I had a dream once that I was a Jedi. I came 
back here to Tatooine, and freed all the slaves...starting 
with my mom. Have you come to free us? 

QUI-GON: No, I'm afraid not. Our being here is mere 
circumstance. 

ANAKIN: I think you have come to free us. Why else 
would you be here? 

QUI-GON: (beat) I can see there's no fooling you, 
Anakin. You mustn't let anyone know about us. 

ANAKIN: No problem! Til keep my mouth shut! Honest! 
So...why are you here? 

QUI-GON: We were waylaid on our way out of a planet 
not very far away from this one. We're on our way to 
Coruscant, the central system in the Republic, on a very 
important mission, and it must be kept secret. 

ANAKIN: Coruscant? Wow...how did you end up here in 
the Outer Rim? 

PADME: Our ship was damaged, and we're stranded 
here until we can repair it. 

ANAKIN: I can help! I can fix anything! 



QUI-GON: (chuckle) I believe you can, but first we must 
acquire the parts we need. 

JAR-JAR: Wit no-nutten moola to trade. Dat Watto fella 
no take our credits. 

ANAKIN: Yeah, I remember. He doesn't trust any 
electronic money. Says it's too easy to forge. 

PADME: These junk dealers must have a weakness of 
some kind... 

SHMI: Gambling. Everything here revolves around 
betting on those awful races. And Watto is a compulsive 
gambler. He loves it - it's all the entertainment he can find 
here. 

QUI-GON: Podracing... Greed can be a powerful ally, if 
it's used properly. 

ANAKIN: I've built a racer! It's the fastest ever...There's 
a big race tomorrow, on Boonta Eve. You could enter my 
pod. 

SHMI: Anakin, Watto won't let you... 

ANAKIN: Watto doesn't know I've built it. Mom! Qui- 
Gon, you could make him think it's yours, and get him to let 
me pilot it for you. I'll share the winnings! 

SHMI: Please. I don't want you to race, Ani. It's awful. I 
die every time Watto makes you do it. It's not just the speed, 
it's the treachery of those other drivers.... 

ANAKIN: But Mom, I love it! And they need help, they're 
in trouble. The prize money would more than pay for the 
parts they need. 

SHMI: (gently) Anakin... 

QUI-GON: Your mother's right. You mean well, but it 
wouldn't be right for us to ask you to risk your life. Ms. 
Skywalker, is there anyone friendly to the Republic in this 
town who might be able to help us? 

SHMI: (beat) No. 



ANAKIN: (a longer beat) Mom...you said that the 
biggest problem in the universe is no one helps each other. 

SHMI: Anakin, don't... 

ANAKIN: You said it. Mom. 

SHMI: (sigh) 

PADME: r m sure Qui-Gon doesn't want to put your son 
in danger. We'll find some other way. 

SHMI: No. Ani's right...there is no other way. I may not 
like it, but he can help you. (beat) Perhaps...he was meant 
to help you. 

QUI-GON: Perhaps. (A strange tone, as if realizing 
something) Perhaps... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-10 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - JUNK DEALER 
PLAZA - DAY 

Sound: Street sounds. 

PADME: I 'm amazed. The storm only ended a few 
minutes ago, and everything's almost back to normal in the 
streets. 

QUI-GON: These people have to live with storms like 
that every day. All right, Anakin's had enough time to talk to 
Watto about us by now. Padme, Jar-Jar, sit right here on this 
bench while I go inside - it shouldn't take long to convince 
Watto to back us. 

PADME: Are you sure about this? Trusting our fate to a 
boy we hardly know?!? 

QUI-GON: Yes, I am. 

PADME: And break his mother's heart if he's killed?!? 

QUI-GON: She has willed it. 

PADME: The Queen will not approve. 

QUI-GON: The Queen doesn't need to know. Excuse me. 
I'll be right back. 



Sound: Qui-Gon walks into the junkshop. 

PADME: (pouting) Well, / don't approve. 

JAR-JAR: Itsen all right, Padme. My has a good feelin' 
'bout dis. 

PADME: I don't. There's enough blood on the Queen's 
hands - she doesn't need any more... 

SCENE 5-11 INTERIOR WATTO'S JUNK SHOP - DAY 

Sound: Junkshop noises. Qui-Gon walks in, and the 
doorbell rings. 

WATTO: Patta go bolla! 

ANAKIN: No batta! 

WATTO: Pedunky. Maa kee cheelya. 

ANAKIN: Bayno, Bayno! 

QUI-GON: (coming up) I'm sorry. Am I interrupting 
something? 

WATTO: The boy tells me you want to sponsor him inna 
da race tomorrow. You can't afford parts for your ship. How 
can you do this? Not on Republic credits, I think, huh? (he 
laughs) 

QUI-GON: My ship will be the entry fee. I have a small 
holo of it here. 

Sound: With a beep and a shimmering hum, the 
holoimage of the Nubian comes to life. 

WATTO: Ahhh. Not bad...not bad...huh, a Nubian. You 
told me it was a J-type. 

QUI-GON: That's right. It's in good order, except for the 
parts I need. 

WATTO: Hmm. Once it's fixed up...I could see myself 
traveling in that... 

QUI-GON: Imagine it. A traveling junk shop. Beautiful 
outside, filled with useful parts inside. 

WATTO: Yes, yes. I can imagine very easily, heh. 



Sound: Qui-Gon deactivates the holoimage. 

WATTO: But what would the boy ride? He smashed up 
my Pod in the last race. It will take some long time to fix it, 
huh? 

QUI-GON: He smashed it? You didn't tell me this, 
Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) It wasn't my fault! Really! 

QUI-GON: What happened, Anakin? 

ANAKIN: It was at last month's qualifying heat. Sebulba 
was in the lead, and me and Rimkar were right behind him. 
We got to Metta Drop, and Sebulba flashed me with his vent 
ports. Rimkar was caught in the backwash and got 
splattered all over the desert. Sebulba's killed a lot of 
Podracers. 

QUI-GON: How did you survive? 

ANAKIN: This is gonna sound funny, but...I hear a voice 
in my head sometimes. A little voice. It tells me when things 
are about to happen. At Metta Drop, it told me to pull up 
just before Sebulba opened the vents. And...I did. I wasn't 
hurt. I actually saved the Pod...mostly. 

QUI-GON: (to himself) A little voice... 

WATTO: (laughing) That you did, that you did. The boy is 
good, no doubts there, huh? 

QUI-GON: Well, I have acquired a Pod in a game of 
chance. I've been told it's "The fastest ever built." 

WATTO: That's what everyone who has a Pod says. I 
hope you didn't kill anyone I know for it. 

QUI-GON: Maybe. 

WATTO: (laughs) So, you supply the Pod and the entry 
fee; I supply the boy to ride it. We split the winnings, um, 
fifty-fifty, I think, huh? 

QUI-GON: Fifty-fifty, eh? (beat) If it's going to be fifty- 
fifty, I suggest you front the cash for the entry. If we win. 



you keep all the winnings, minus the cost of the parts I 
need. And if we lose... you keep my ship. 

WATTO: Hmm... 

ANAKIN: It's a good deal. Master. 

QUI-GON: Either way, you win. 

WATTO: Deal! 

Sound: Watto slaps Qui-Gon's hand. 

WATTO: ITl head to the arena at once and pay Jabba - I 
mean, the race officials - the entry fee. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. Your boy's already looked over my 
Pod - we met on the streets, and he took shelter on my ship 
during the sandstorm. He says I'll need a few minor parts to 
complete it. 

WATTO: I'll send the parts with the boy when his work 
shift ends. Do you know where this man's keeping his pod, 
boy? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. I'll be able to find it. 

QUI-GON: I'll see you later then, Anakin. Thank you, 
Watto. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks out 

WATTO: Yo bana pee ho-tah, meedee ya. 

ANAKIN: I don't know about that. Master. Somehow, he 
doesn't seem foolish to me at all. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-12 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS - BACK OE 
HOVEL 

Sound: The whirring and rolling of the two droids, along 
with the footsteps of Anakin, Qui-Gon, Padme and Jar-Jar. 
Distant desert winds and animal noises. 

ANAKIN: Down here, everyone - down the steps. Watch 
your balance, Threepio... 



THREEPIO: Oh, T m certainly trying. Master Anakin. 
Artoo Detoo, would you mind if I supported myself with your 
head dome until we're down the stairs? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT 

THREEPIO: Oh, thank you so much. 

ANAKIN: Let me pull off this tarp and...here we are... 

Sound: The tarp is pulled away. 

JAR-JAR: Wowsa!! 

PADME: You made this all by yourself?!? 

ANAKIN: Well...not all by myself. The engines I got from 
the junkyard. Watto thought they were too burned-out to 
keep. I told him I took 'em out to the desert for the 
Sandpeople to take. I brought 'em here and started 
working on 'em while building a control pod for myself. 

JAR-JAR: How disa work? Da inguns pull da pod? 

ANAKIN: That's right. Jar-Jar. I control the engines from 
these hand controls here. Only an energy-binding beam 
keeps the engines pulled close together. It goes, the 
engines go flying apart. That's what's kept me from 
finishing this thing - until now. 

QUI-GON: Can we help? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. Padme, Jar-Jar, I need you two to fuse 
the energy binders to the sides of the engines. Once I have 
that working. I'll fuel up the engines just enough to test 'em 
out. 

PADME: Are you sure they won't explode? You said 
Watto didn't think they were salvageable. 

ANAKIN: I 've worked a lot on these engines, Padme. 
I've rewired and rerouted the fuel systems by hand, 
installed air brakes in the front, and personally welded this 
control pod together. Trust me, this'll work. Here's your 
tools... 

Sound: Anakin puts tools in their hands. 



ANAKIN: ...and here's the binders. 

JAR-JAR: How disn work again? 

ANAKIN: Okay. You see how Tve got the engines laid 
out? Side by side, with the control pod between and behind 
them? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. 

ANAKIN: I want the energy binders to go on the inner 
sides of the engines on the far end from the control pod, a 
little way back from the air brakes. I want them directly 
across from each other. Got it? 

JAR-JAR: Um...yeah. Mesa tink so. 

ANAKIN: I 'm gonna work on the computer relays in the 
control pod. Qui-Gon, can you look over the air brake 
manifolds, make sure they're working? 

QUI-GON: All right. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 5-13 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS - BACK OE 
HOVEL - LATER 

Sound: Same as last scene, but fade in to indicate 
passage of time. A beeping comlink noise. 

ANAKIN: Huh? What's that? 

THREEPIO: I do believe that's a comlink beeping. 

QUI-GON: It's mine. I'm receiving a call from my ship. 
I'll take it upstairs. 

PADME: (sigh, tired) I'm gonna take a break. I need a 
drink. 

Sound: Padme walks off with Qui-Gon. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Jar-Jar, are the binders on there yet? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh! 

ANAKIN: Okay, stand back. I'm gonna try 'em out. 

Sound: A cracking noise, and a running hum as the 
beam is activated. 



JAR-JAR: Whoa! Dat pitty! 

ANAKIN: Just don't touch it. Artoo, how are the 
readings on the fuel distributors? 

ARTOO: A LONG SPIEL OF BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: Artoo says the portside engine is running at 
optimum, but the starboard engine is showing a slight 
variance of five percent. 

ANAKIN: Jar-Jar, can you tighten down the fuel 
distributor on the right engine? Just past the air brakes. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday... 

Sound: The tinkering noises move farther away to 
indicate Qui-Gon going up the stairs. Anakin continues 
giving directions to Jar-Jar and the droids in the distance. A 
comlink beep as Qui-Gon activates it. 

QUI-GON: Yes, Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: It's nearly sunset. I was getting worried. Are 
you coming back to the ship? 

QUI-GON: No, we're staying in town tonight. I think we 
have a lead to that hyperdrive generator. 

OBI-WAN: Oh? How's that? 

QUI-GON: There's a major sporting event occurring in 
town tomorrow, a Podrace. We've befriended a young racer 
who's willing to share his winnings with us. 

OBI-WAN: A young racer? Are you sure he's willing to 
share? 

QUI-GON: Yes, I'm sure. 

OBI-WAN: A Podrace...if I remember correctly, that has 
the highest fatality rate of any sporting event in the galaxy. 

QUI-GON: I feel confident in this boy. The Force is telling 
me he is capable. 

OBI-WAN: I'll take your word on that. What if this plan 
fails. Master? We could be stuck here a very long time. 



QUI-GON: Well, it's too dangerous to call for help. And a 
ship without a power supply will not get us anywhere. 
And... (quieter) there is something about this boy... 

OBI-WAN: (amused) Master, I never thought I'd say this, 
but must I remind you to keep your focus on the here and 
now? Where it belongs? 

QUI-GON: (amused) No, that won't be necessary. Did 
the storm hurt the ship any? 

OBI-WAN: No. Ric Olie and the pilots are checking it 
over, just to be sure. The other Artoo unit's repaired now, by 
the way. And the other minor repairs are done as well. 

QUI-GON: All right. I'll call back tonight. Qui-Gon out. 

Sound: Comlink beep. Shmi walks up. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Shmi. Back from cleaning Watto's 
house? 

SHMI: Yes. So, the deal has been arranged? 

QUI-GON: Yes, it has. Anakin's gotten the parts he 
needed, and he's finishing up his Pod now. 

SHMI: (smile) Hmm. He's been working on that for 
years. It's his only hobby. 

QUI-GON: You should be very proud of your son. He 
gives without any thought of reward. 

SHMI: Well, he knows nothing of greed. I've tried my 
best to shelter him. I wish I could do better. 

QUI-GON: I know. Being around someone like Watto day 
in and day out could easily warp one's perspective on 
things. But you've done very well. 

SHMI: He seems to have an innate sense of right and 
wrong. I hardly had to teach him that. He has, um... 

QUI-GON: He has special powers. 

SHMI: Yes. 

QUI-GON: He can see things before they happen. That's 
why he appears to have such quick reflexes. It's a Jedi trait. 



SHMI: He deserves better than a slave's life. So much 
better... 

QUI-GON: I agree. Had he been born in the Republic, 
we would have identified him early, and he would have 
become a Jedi, no doubt...he has the way. It's too late for 
him now, even if he were free. He's too old. 

SHMI: I 'm sorry to hear that. 

QUI-GON: The Force is unusually strong with him, that 
much is clear. Force sensitivity is usually hereditary. I sense 
something of the Force in you, but not enough to account 
for what I sense in him. Who was his father? (long pause) 
Shmi? (pause) If you feel uncomfortable discussing this... 

SHMI: It's...you wouldn't believe me. 

QUI-GON: r m willing to listen. Please. 

SHMI: There was no father. 

QUI-GON: (stunned whisper) what...? 

SHMI: I carried him, I gave birth, I raised him...I can't 
explain what happened. Do not misunderstand me. I am 
not...unfamiliar...with the touch of a man. But when I 
became pregnant with Anakin, it had been well over a year 
since I had been with one. I know...I know it sounds insane. 
Please believe me. 

QUI-GON: (beat) I do believe you, Shmi. I can hear the 
truth in your words. 

SHMI: Can you help him? 

QUI-GON: I don't know. I didn't actually come here to 
free slaves. Our being here is an accident. 

SHMI: I remember something Gardulla once said. A 
smuggler had failed to deliver a spice shipment for her, and 
she sentenced him to die in her nek pens. He kept 
screaming that he didn't mean to dump the spice into space 
- it was an accident. She responded, "Nothing happens by 
accident." I believed it then. I believe it now. 



QUI-GON: (sigh) I can't deny that I am sensing a pattern 
in all of this. Everything that has occurred since my ship left 
Naboo has led us here. To you and your son. 

SHMI: If he cannot be a Jedf Til understand. But I beg 
you...piease...get him away from this. Sooner or later, he'll 
lose hope...and that will destroy him. 

QUI-GON: I promise. I don't know how I'll do it, but I 
promise. By the time I leave this world...Anakin will be free. 

SHMI: That is all I can ask. 

Sound: Back to the area around the pod. 

ANAKIN: Turbines are prepped...You almost done there, 
Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Amost. 

Sound: Laughter and footsteps of Anakin's friends as 
they come up. 

FRIENDS: Hey, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Hey! What are you guys doing here? 

KITSTER: Looking for you, of course. Where have you 
been? 

ANAKIN: I 've been back here, working on my Pod. 

AMEE: You and that Pod. Is that all you ever think 
about? 

ANAKIN: What do you think about that's so much 
better, huh? 

THREEPIO: Pardon me. Master Anakin, but don't you 
think you should introduce your new friends? 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah - thanks, Threepio. Jar-Jar, this is my 
friend Kitster Banai. The redheaded kid is Seek Townson. 
The older girl is Amee Itaker, and the short dumb-looking 
Rodian here is Wald. 

WALD: (protests in Huttese). 

THE OTHER CHILDREN: LAUGH. 

JAR-JAR: Hello! Nice to meet yousa. 



KITSTER: So that's the funny-looking creature you were 
talking about! 

JAR-JAR: Funny-looking? My look handsome for a 
Gungan! 

ANAKIN: Don't mind them, Jar-Jar. They always make 
fun of people. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES FOR ATTENTION. 

ANAKIN: Oh yeah. Over there is Artoo Detoo. 

KITSTER: Wow, a real Astro Droid! 

ANAKIN: Uh huh. He's helping me out on my Pod. 

KITSTER: I didn't think Watto had an Artoo unit. How'd 
you get so lucky? 

ANAKIN: That isn't the half of it. I'm entered in the 
Boonta Race tomorrow! 

KITSTER: What? With this?? 

ANAKIN: Yeah, with this. What's wrong with that? 

KITSTER: Well, nothing personal, but...it looks like a 
piece of junk. 

WALD: Oh ni oka, Ani. 

SEEK: You've got that right, Wald! You are a joker, Ani. 

AMEE: You've been working on that thing for years. It's 
never going to run. 

ANAKIN: Yes it will! Look, if you ain't gonna say nothing 
nice, then just get out of here, all right?!? 

AMEE: (sarcastic) Sor-ry.^ Didn't mean to offend you. 
Mister Big-Shot Podracer! 

SEEK: Come on, let's go and play ball. He's obviously not 
coming with us. Keep racing, Ani, and you're gonna be bug 
squash. 

Sound: Seek, Amee and Wald take off laughing. 

ANAKIN: Well, Kitster? You gonna leave too? 

KITSTER: No. What do those other kids know? I think 
you've got a real shot at it. 



ANAKIN: Really? 

KITSTER: Yeah. I mean, the pod needs a new paint job, 
but...the engines look fine. 

ANAKIN: (relieved) Thanks. Oh, hi Padme. Kitster, this is 
that girl I was telling you about. 

KITSTER: Wow, you weren't kidding. She is pretty! 

PADME: (giggles) Hello, Kitster. How's the work going? 

ANAKIN: (embarrassed) It's going good. I'm fueling up 
the engines now. Hey! Jar-Jar! Stay away from those energy 
binders... 

JAR-JAR: Who, mesa? 

ANAKIN: The beam's activated now. If your hand gets 
caught in the beam, it's gonna go numb for hours. 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. Let me get da wrench, and I'll - 

Sound: Loud energy zap. The wrench clatters into the 
engine. 

JAR-JAR: GIBIBIBIBIBI!!! 

ANAKIN: I warned you, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Dy tung...ib fat. Dy tung ib fat. Wrench... 
where's de wrench? Oh...dere it ib. 

Sound: The wrench falls to the ground. The engine clicks 
as Jar-Jar's hand gets stuck in it. 

JAR-JAR: Hy! Ub-ob. Oub..ub...rm stuck. Hep. Hep - my 
ham'b buck... 

THREEPIO: You know Artoo, I find that Jar-Jar creature 
to be a little...odd. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

ANAKIN: That's it. It's fueled up. (calls out) Qui-Gon!! 
I'm ready out here - I need that power charge! 

QUI-GON: (coming up) I'm coming! 

ANAKIN: Let me climb in the Pod here... 

Sound: Anakin climbs into the Pod. 

KITSTER: You don't even know if this thing's gonna run. 



ANAKIN: It will. 

QUI-GON: I think it's time we found out. Here, use this 
power charge. 

KITSTER: Where'd you get that? 

QUI-GON: From Watto's. He has less need of it than 
Anakin does. Here you go, Ani. Hook it up. 

ANAKIN: Yes, sir!! 

QUI-GON: Come on, Kitster...let's move away... 

JAR-JAR: My...my mout!! Hep!! Hep!! Dy tung ib fat!! 

ANAKIN: Computer's powering up... 

JAR-JAR: HEP!! HEP!! PEEZ!! 

THREEPIO: You're quite right. He's very odd indeed. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN AGREEMENT. 

PADME: Here you go, Jar-Jar... 

Sound: A clang as she frees Jar-Jar 

JAR-JAR: Tank you, Padme. Mesa tought my hand was 
gonna be grinded up. Ani...yousa okeyday! Start up da 
engines! 

ANAKIN: Ignition sequence starting... 

Sound: He flips a couple of switches. A growing engine 
whine. 

ANAKIN: Adding some fuel...turbines on... 

Sound: The turbines start to turn and come to speed. A 
roar from the engines as flames start to shoot out. 

PADME: You did it!! The engines are firing up! 

ANAKIN: It's working! IT'S WORKING!!! 

EVERYONE: CHEERS. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 5-14 EXTERIOR SLAVE QUARTERS - BACK OE 
HOVEL/BALCONY - NIGHT 

Sound: Same as last, but with night noises added. 

QUI-GON: Anakin? Anakin!! 



ANAKIN: T m over here. Tm finishing up the calibration 
on the steering. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, it's very late. You should get some 
rest. You have an important day tomorrow. 

ANAKIN: I know. I just want to make sure this Pod's as 
good as I can possibly make it. 

QUI-GON: It won't help if you're still sleepy when you 
race. 

ANAKIN: (laughs) I'm not worried. Once I'm in this 
cockpit. Pm zoned in. The only problem I'm gonna have in 
that race is Sebulba. 

QUI-GON: Yes, that Dug we met. Anakin... 

ANAKIN: Yeah? 

QUI-GON: I want you to be totally honest with me. 
Forget the pod for a moment, shut everything else around 
you out, and concentrate on my question. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

QUI-GON: Are you afraid of Sebulba? 

ANAKIN: Honestly? Um...no... 

QUI-GON: This is very important. Do you hate him? 

ANAKIN: (pause) No. No, I don't hate him. 

QUI-GON: Why not? 

ANAKIN: Because I see him for what he is. He doesn't 
know he's bad. He's full of pain. And I actually think he's 
afraid of me. 

QUI-GON: But you're not afraid of him at all. 

ANAKIN: Nope. 

QUI-GON: That's good. Fear is the root of all evil. 

ANAKIN: I thought that was greed. 

QUI-GON: What is greed but the fear of not having? 

ANAKIN: Good point, (yawn) Okay, I guess it is time to 
turn in. The Pod's as good as it's ever gonna get. 



QUI-GON: Tell me, would you be willing to...oh. Oh, 
you're cut. 

ANAKIN: Huh? 

QUI-GON: On your arm. See? 

ANAKIN: Oh. Yeah. Funny, I haven't felt any pain. See 
what I mean about being zoned? 

QUI-GON: Come on up here to the door, Ani. I think I 
saw a cloth around here. Here it is. Looks clean enough. We 
need to clean you up. 

ANAKIN: Okay... 

QUI-GON: Just sit here, and let me fix you up... 

ANAKIN: Ow! 

QUI-GON: Sorry. 

ANAKIN: What were you gonna ask me a minute ago? 

QUI-GON: It's... it's not important now. Forget it. 

ANAKIN: Okay, (beat) What a great view up there. I 
always look up at the stars at night. Somehow, though, the 
stars seem brighter tonight. 

QUI-GON: It's always good to take time to admire the 
beauty of the world around you. 

ANAKIN: Ouch! Watch it! 

QUI-GON: Sit still, Ani. Let me clean this cut. 

ANAKIN: There are so many stars up there. Do they all 
have a system of planets? 

QUI-GON: Most of them. 

ANAKIN: Has anyone been to 'em all? 

QUI-GON: (laughs) Not likely. 

ANAKIN: I want to be the first one to see them all... a 
swashbuckling explorer and hero, just like on "Great Space 
Adventures." 

QUI-GON: (chuckle) A noble cause. 

SHMI: (far off) Ani, bedtime! 

ANAKIN: I'll be there in a second. Mom - Ouch! 



QUI-GON: There we are, good as new... 

SHMI: (far off) Ani! I'm not going to tell you again! 

ANAKIN: (loud) I said Til be right there! (normal) What 
are you doing? What's that thing in your hand? A comlink? 

QUI-GON: It's also a small medscanner. I'm checking 
your blood for infections. 

ANAKIN: F ve never seen - (a comlink that could do 
that!) 

QUI-GON: Go on, you have a big day tomorrow, (beat) 
Sleep well, Ani. 

ANAKIN: (sigh, moving off) All right, all right...good 
night... (yawn) 

Sound: The comlink beep. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan... 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master? 

QUI-GON: I need an analysis of this blood sample I'm 
sending you. 

OBI-WAN: Wait a minute, let me patch in the ship's 
computer. 

Sound: Over the comlink, a computer hums to life. 

OBI-WAN: Okay, I' m ready here. 

QUI-GON: I' m sending the reading now. I need a 
midichlorian count. 

Sound: Beeping noises from the comlink. The computer 
responds in kind. 

OBI-WAN: All right. I've got it. 

QUI-GON: What are your readings? 

OBI-WAN: (pause) Something must be wrong with the 
transmission... 

QUI-GON: Here's a signal check. 

Sound: Another beep from the comlink. 

OBI-WAN: Strange. The transmission seems to be in 
good order, but the reading's off the chart...over twenty 



thousand midichlorians per cell! 

QUI-GON: (almost to himself) That's it then.... 

OBI-WAN: Wh-what is this. Master? Even Master Yoda 
doesn't have a midichlorian count that high! 

QUI-GON: No Jedi has. No being ever has. (whisper) 
Until now. 

OBI-WAN: What does that mean? 

QUI-GON: I'm not sure. 

OBI-WAN: Master, where did you get this reading from? 

QUI-GON: Til explain it all later, Obi-Wan. Good night. 

Sound: He deactivates the comlink. 

SCENE 5-15 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA - 
NIGHT 

Sound: Night noises. The snorting and roars of 
banthas... which turn into panicked noises as the roar of a 
spaceship engine comes up. The banthas stampede away as 
the engine noise crests. A slight creak of metal as the ship 
comes to a landing. The engine noise begins to fade. With a 
hiss, a ramp lowers, and footsteps come down the metal 
ramp and crunch into the sand. 

DARTH MAUL: Computer, commence recording, (beep) 
Master, this series of transmitted recordings will detail my 
attempt to recapture Queen Amidala. I have arrived at 
Tatooine, and have landed in the equatorial region. The 
Infiltrator vessel you provided me has performed well - I 
was not detected by planetary protection vessels. I have a 
vague sense of the Force here in this region, but nothing I 
can focus on. Wherever the Jedi are, they're being careful 
not to draw upon the Force. But they are in this region, I 
am certain of it. 

Sound: Beeping noise. Three "torpedo launching" 
sounds, and the whirs and beeps of the probe droids. 



DARTH MAUL: There are three major settlements in 
this area - Mos Entha, Mos Espa, and Mos Taike. I am 
sending one probe droid each to these settlements. They 
have been programmed to search for high-midichlorian 
carrying beings. It is nearly dawn on this world. By mid¬ 
afternoon at the latest, I should have the Queen's ship 
located, and will take appropriate action then. 

Sound: Fade out, except for music. 

NARRATOR: With terrifying speed, the Sith reach out 
from their shadowy hiding place to put their sinister - and 
mysterious - plan back on course. Meanwhile, Anakin 
Skywalker prepares to put his life on the line to help a 
beautiful girl he barely knows and a world he doesn't know 
at all. To survive, he will need every ounce of his skill. To 
win...he will need the Force. 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER SIX: 

“THREE LAPS TO FREEDOM - OR 

DEATH" 

CAST: (in chronological 

SOUND/FX 

order) 

ROLES: 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Tatooine Natives 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Artoo Detoo 

Battle Droid 

Banthas 

Battle Droid OOM-9 

Dewbacks 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Sith Probe Droid 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Eopies 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Kitster Banai 

Anakin Sky walker 

Watto 

Sebulba the Dug 

Captain Gordon Panaka 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 

Ric Olie 

Fode 

Beed 

Wald 

Jabba the Hutt 

Weazel 

Graxol 

Pit Droids 



ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Six: 'Three 
Laps to Freedom - or Death." 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Escaping from the 
invasion of the planet Naboo by the greedy Trade 
Federation, Queen Amidala and her Jedi protectors Qui-Gon 
Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi were forced to land on the desert 
world of Tatooine for repairs. There, Qui-Gon met a strange 
young slave boy named Anakin Skywalker, who volunteered 
to stake his life in the hazardous Boonta Eve Podrace to win 
the money needed for the Queen's ship to be repaired. 
While the Queen, in disguise as the handmaiden Padme, 
objected to Anakin's reckless scheme, Qui-Gon and Anakin's 
mother Shmi found themselves with no other choice than to 
agree to his idea. 

SCENE 6-1 INTERIOR NABOO - ROYAL PALACE - 
THRONE ROOM 

Sound: Ambient Naboo throne room sounds. 

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, the grip of the Trade 
Federation - and their secret master - tightens on the 
helpless people of Naboo, toiling away in concentration 
camps... 

BIBBLE: MONSTER!!! 

NUTE: (mildly) Hello to you too. Governor. 

BIBBLE: When you started demolishing our farms with 
your troop transports, and then began the wholesale 
burning of our forests, I told myself "This is it. This is as low 
as they could possibly go." And then you went and proved 
me wrong again by forcing our children - our children - to 



work in the mines. But even that wasn't enough for you. 
What you're doing to the people now is...sick!! 

NUTE: I am making a lazy and decadent people work for 
a living. What is so wrong with that? 

BIBBLE: So you want to pretend you don't even know. 
Fine. Deny it all you want. But when the Senate finally 
sends a team to find out what's been happening here, they 
will make you pay for what you've done!! 

NUTE: I did not have you brought here again to listen to 
you complain. I want you to send a message for me. 

BIBBLE: I thought I'd already been through this! The 
answer is no! 

NUTE: I am not referring to your Queen this time. I am 
referring to your people. 

BIBBLE: What are you blathering on about? 

NUTE: I am receiving reports from my battle droid 
commander that the men are refusing to work, even after I 
cut off the women and children's food supplies. I want you 
to persuade them to return to their duties. 

BIBBLE: Certainly not. 

NUTE: You would be saving their lives. The droids are 
shooting every man who lays down his tools. I am hearing 
reports of women throwing themselves on the droids' rifles. 
Do the Naboo have a death wish? 

BIBBLE: (seething) Do you? 

NUTE: I take that as a refusal of my order. 

BIBBLE: We will either live free or die - but we will not 
live as your slaves. 

NUTE: Perhaps you yourself could use a few less meals. 
Governor Bibble. You do seem rather...overweight...for a 
human. You can argue with your grumbling stomach, if you 
wish. Guard! 

BATTLE DROID: Yes, Viceroy? 



NUTE: Return Governor Bibble to his workstation. Cut 
him down to one meal a day. 

BATTLE DROID: Yes, Viceroy. Move, prisoner. 

BIBBLE: Fine, fine, Fm moving... 

NUTE: What was he ranting about. Rune? I am making 
this occupation as fair as possible. Every hardship they 
endure, they are inflicting on themselves. 

RUNE: Those humans are nothing like us, Nute. They 
don't understand what it means to work for your survival. 

NUTE: Indeed. Td like to see one of their young put in 
with a hive of our newborn grubs, given a certain amount of 
food to fight over, and see how long that child lasts! (beat) 
Perhaps it is time I explained that concept to them. 

Sound: Nute presses a comlink button. A holoimage 
appears. 

OOM-9: (on holochannel) Yes, Viceroy? 

NUTE: I would like to undertake an inspection tour of 
Camp One. Please have a speeder and escort prepared. 

OOM-9: That is not possible. Only troop droids and 
prisoners are allowed in the camps. 

NUTE: What? What are you talking about? I am in 
charge of this occupation effort. Arrange the transport! 

OOM-9: That is not possible. You are not authorized to 
enter the camp. 

NUTE: By whose authority?!? 

OOM-9: By Lord Sidious. (beat) Is there anything else? 

NUTE: N...no. Thank you for enlightening me. 

Sound: The holoimage fades. 

NUTE: Perhaps I am inviting trouble. Rune. But I am 
curious to know what is happening in that camp. 

RUNE: Something Lord Sidious obviously doesn't want 
us to know about. 



NUTE: Something that could be robbing us of profit. 
Have we sent all the other ships back to their trade routes? 

RUNE: Not all of them. A few are still offloading 
supplies. 

NUTE: Contact them, and have them send over copies of 
their manifests. I want to know just what is being done in 
those camps... 

SCENE 6-2 INTERIOR - SKYWALKER SLAVE 
QUARTERS - DAWN 

Sound: Ambient house noises. Nearby, the snores of the 
sleeping Jar-Jar. 

PADME: Qui-Gon. Good morning. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Good morning, Padme. 

PADME: You seem troubled. Almost as though you were 
trying to solve the problems of the galaxy. 

QUI-GON: No, just our problems, (beat) But perhaps 
those problems could become the galaxy's problems. I don't 
know. 

PADME: I don't understand. 

QUI-GON: r m not sure I do either, (sigh) I've been 
meditating all night, calling upon the Force for knowledge 
and guidance. The images it has shown me...they are 
strange, hard to comprehend. 

PADME: What images? 

QUI-GON: Battles. In space, on land. Armies clashing 
together. A great evil...dark...brutal...rising to envelop the 
galaxy. 

PADME: The Trade Federation? 

QUI-GON: Some images were of the Federation, yes. 
Others...! couldn't recognize. But they all had that evil in 
common. That black presence. If they weren't all dead long 
ago. I'd almost think... 



PADME: What? 

QUI-GON: Forgive me, handmaiden. Fve said too much. 
(Sound: he pulls himself up and stretches) I need to get 
going. I have to meet Watto at the arena before the race. 
Jar-Jar's going with me. 

PADME: ril go wake Anakin and his mother up. 
QUI-GON: All right. Jar-Jar...Jar-Jar... 

JAR-JAR: Wha...oh. Oh. Mesa still dreamin'. Okeyday... 
QUI-GON: No, Jar-Jar, wake up. 

JAR-JAR: Ah... all dis isn't a dream? 

QUI-GON: Unfortunately. Get up, we have a big day 
ahead of us. 

JAR-JAR: (yawn) Where wesa goin'? 

QUI-GON: To the Podrace Arena. Anakin gave me 
directions to it yesterday. We have to talk to Watto. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa hungry... 

QUI-GON: r 11 buy you something when we get there. 
Anakin's given me some of the local currency. Now come on. 
(door opens) Hopefully they have a taxi service in this town. 
Otherwise, it's a long walk... 

SCENE 6-3 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - SLAVE QUARTERS 
- BACK YARD - SUNRISE 

Sound: Exterior Tatooine noises. The gear whirring of 
Threepio and Artoo. 

ARTOO: MOANS WITH WORRY. 

THREEPIO: I know, and we haven't much time. Well, 
we'll both have to do our best... 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

THREEPIO: Oh my! Is that really necessary? 

ARTOO: BEEPS AT LENGTH. 

THREEPIO: I'm quite sure you do, but it's especially 
important today. This is my master's biggest race ever, and I 



want the Pod to look perfect. 

Sound: Padme walks down the steps and walks by Artoo. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A HAPPY TUNE AS IT WORKS. 

THREEPIO: Hello, Miss Padme. 

PADME: Hi, Threepio. I hope you're about finished 
painting that Pod. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

THREEPIO: Oh, weVe finished already. We're polishing 
it now. 

PADME: You worked all night on it? 

THREEPIO: Oh yes, ma'am. Your Artoo unit has been 
very helpful. Though he initially had some rather...radical... 
ideas about how the Pod should look. 

ARTOO: BLATTS AT THREEPIO. 

THREEPIO: Now, is that really called for? Who 
programmed you anyway? I've never heard such rudeness 
out of an astromech unit before - 

ARTOO: STARTS TO BEEP FURIOUSLY AT THREEPIO. 

PADME: Droids, droids, please! Where's Anakin? 

THREEPIO: He's behind you. Miss Padme, propped up 
on that wall. 

PADME: Ani... wake up... 

ANAKIN: (yawns) Unn...Padme? 

PADME: What are you doing out here? I thought you 
were sleeping in your bed. 

ANAKIN: I was, uh...I was doing something, (realizing) 
You...you were in my dream... 

PADME: I was? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. You were leading a huge army into 
battle. 

PADME: I hope not; I hate fighting. 

ANAKIN: Artoo and Threepio were there too, but 
Threepio had a metal skin. You were all in white. You were 



so beautiful... 

PADME: You can tell me all about your dream later. Your 
mother wants you to come in and clean up. We have to 
leave soon. 

ANAKIN: (yawn, gets up) Okay, (stretching) Artoo, you 
feel up to towing the Pod to the arena? 

ARTOO: BEEPS AN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

Sound: The snorts and clipclops of eopies coming up. 

KITSTER: (coming up) Hi, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Hi! 

PADME: Hello! YouYe...Kitster, right? 

KITSTER: Uh-huh. Watto brought some eopies to take 
us to the arena. 

PADME: I didn't know you worked for him. 

KITSTER: I got permission from my master to help. He 
knows Anakin's my friend. I volunteered over at Watto's. 

ANAKIN: Kitster, hook some towing lines from the Pod 
on to Artoo, okay? 

KITSTER: Okay, Ani. 

ANAKIN: I won't be long, Padme. Where's Qui-Gon? 

PADME: He and Jar-Jar left already. They're gonna meet 
Watto at the arena. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Thanks. Til be right back... 

Sound: Anakin runs off. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A BIT. 

THREEPIO: Artoo, please be careful with that cloth! 
After all, we want this to be the shiniest Podracer on the 
track today. 

ARTOO: WEARY AGREEMENT. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 


SCENE 6-4 INTERIOR MOS ESPA - PODRACE ARENA 
- MAIN HANGAR - DAY 



Sound: A cacophony of machine noises, sparking, wild 
lines, creature noises. The flapping ofWatto's wings. 

WATTO: So where's the boy - and the Pod? I sent that 
friend of his with my eopies over an hour ago! 

QUI-GON: Anakin's with the Pod. They should be here in 
a few minutes. 

WATTO: This is gonna be a great day huh? Tm about to 
make a fortune, and get a beautiful spaceship in the 
bargain! Til finally be able to leave this wretched sand 
heap, and travel from world to world selling my junk! 
(laughs, then sharply) I want to see your spaceship the 
moment the race is over. 

QUI-GON: Patience, my blue friend. You'll have your 
winnings before the suns set, and we'll be far away from 
here. 

WATTO: Not if your ship belongs to me, I think, huh? 
(chuckles) I warn you, no funny business. I don't think you 
want me to tell the Hutts you were a sore loser, hmm? 

QUI-GON: You don't think Anakin can win? 

WATTO: Don't getta me wrongo. I have great faith in the 
boy. He's a credit to your race. But uh, Sebulba there is 
going to win, I think. 

SEBULBA: (far off) Ee chula... 

JAR-JAR: Dat's Sebulba?!? Dat's da one who nearly 
crunched my yestieday! Oh no!!! 

SEBULBA: (far off) Oni chi chi dua... 

QUI-GON: Quiet, Jar-Jar. Don't let him notice you. You 
believe he's going to win, Watto? Why do you think that? 

JAR-JAR: (under next dialogue) Okeyday. My just stay 
back here...behind yousa...(Watto bumps him) OOF!! 

WATTO: He always wins!! (laughs) He's been the 
undefeated Boonta Eve Podrace champion for three years 
now! I'm betting heavily on Sebulba. I'll make so much 



money off him this year. Til be able to finally sell that junk 
shop, and Til have your ship waiting to take me off this 
world forever! (laughs) 

QUI-GON: I'll take that bet. 

WATTO: (suddenly stops laughing) What??!! What do 
you mean? 

QUI-GON: r 11 wager my new racing pod 

against...say...the boy and his mother. 

WATTO: A Pod for slaves?!? I don't think so!! (beat) Well, 
perhaps...just one...the mother, maybe. The boy is not for 
sale. 

QUI-GON: The boy is small, he can't be worth that 
much. 

WATTO: No. 

QUI-GON: Not even for the fastest Pod ever built?! 

WATTO: No! 

QUI-GON: Both, or no bet. 

WATTO: Then it's no bet! No Pod's worth two slaves, not 
by a long shot! One slave or nothing! 

QUI-GON: The boy, then. 

WATTO: You really want a slave that bad, hmm? Hmm. 
Well... we'll let fate decide, huh? I just happen to have a 
chance cube here, in my pocket... ITl roll it here on the 
ground. You see here half the cube's sides are red, and half 
are blue. We'll see which color comes up on top, hmm? Blue 
it's the boy, red his mother. 

QUI-GON: Very well. 

WATTO: Here we go... 

Sound: The cube rolls on the floor. 

WATTO: Ah, too b—WHAT?!? 

JAR-JAR: Itsen come up blue! Too bad, Watto! You lose!! 
(laughs) 



WATTO: But how d..uh...Hmph! (moving off) You won 
the small toss, outlander, but you won't win the race, so it 
makes little difference!! 

JAR-JAR: Whew Wesa lucky! 

QUI-GON: It wasn't just luck. It was the Force. I made 
that cube come up blue. 

JAR-JAR: You...you cheated! A Jedi cheated! My don't 
believe it... 

QUI-GON: There's nothing wrong with cheating a 
cheater. His chance cube was weighted. It was going to 
come up red. 

JAR-JAR: Did Ani tell you dat? 

QUI-GON: He didn't have to. I could sense the deceit in 
Watto's mind. And speaking of Anakin, here he comes... 

Sound: The clip-clops of the eopies coming up. 

ANAKIN: Isn't this great, Padme? The Boonta Classic 
always gets a crowd. 

PADME: It's incredible! There must be thousands of 
people out there, Ani! 

ANAKIN: Everyone comes from all over the Outer Rim 
Territories. They come because this is the most dangerous 
race of all. Okay, down eopie...down... 

Sound: The eopie snorts and hunches down. 

WATTO: (moving off) Bonapa keesa! 

ANAKIN: Hello, Master. 

WATTO: Tola ba dunki pooti chanaga, o wanna meetee 
chobodda, huh? (moves off laughing) 

PADME: What did he say? 

ANAKIN: He said I'd better stop my friend's betting, or 
he'll end up owning him too. What did he mean by that? 

QUI-GON: r 11 tell you later. Good morning, Shmi. Let me 
help you down from there. 

SHMI: Thank you, Qui-Gon... 



ANAKIN: Where'd those droids go? (loud) Artoo, over 
here! Put the Pod over there! 

QUI-GON: You have Artoo towing the Pod, eh? Very 
clever. 

ARTOO: (coming up) A LONG SPIEL OF BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: Oh my! Space travel sounds rather 
perilous. 

ARTOO: A SERIES OF BEEPS. 

THREEPIO: I can assure you they will never get me 
onto one of those dreadful starships! 

PADME: Tell me, Ani. If a slave tried to escape, could his 
master really just...blow him up? 

ANAKIN: Oh, sure. Tve seen it happen before, (beat) 
You get used to it. 

PADME: That is...unacceptable, (sighs) The Queen will 
be made aware of this. Someday, I promise you, the 
Republic will eliminate slavery... on aii worlds. 

ANAKIN: Padme, someday - one way or another - I am 
leaving this planet. And if I can leave a free man, that will 
make things much easier when we get married. 

PADME: GIGGLES. 

KITSTER: (coming up) This is so wizard, Ani! The 
Podrace of podraces, and you're in it! I'm sure you'll do it 
this time. 

PADME: Do what? 

KITSTER: Finish the race, of course! 

PADME: You've never won a race? 

ANAKIN: Well...not exactly... 

PADME: Not even finished?! 

ANAKIN: Well, not a major league one...uh...um... 
Kitster's right, I will this time! 

KITSTER: Yeah! That's right! 

QUI-GON: Of course you will. 



PADME: (beat) Qui-Gon...we need to talk. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me, Ani. Kitster. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Padme walk off a way. Ani chews 
Kitster out in the background. 

PADME: Did you know this?!? That he hasn't even 
finished a race?!? 

QUI-GON: He'll finish this one. And he'll win it. 

PADME: How can you be so sure? 

QUI-GON: I have faith in him. 

PADME: You barely know him! 

QUI-GON: Padme...trust me. 

PADME: (beat, then a frustrated sigh) Well, I have little 
choice now, do I? We're committed. 

QUI-GON: You have little choice period. You are only a 
handmaiden, and I am in charge of this mission. 

PADME: (whisper) How little you know. 

SCENE 6-5 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Static and distorted 
stations (as on a radio). A door opens. 

PANAKA: Found the station yet? 

OBI-WAN: Not yet. The race should be starting any 
minute. 

PANAKA: This would be hilarious, were it not for real. 
The fate of an entire planet resting on a sporting event, 
(sigh, sits down) 

OBI-WAN: There must be something to this boy, or Qui- 
Gon wouldn't be taking this risk. 

RIC OLIE: I'll be surprised if the boy lasts one lap. 
OBI-WAN: Let's try to keep a little optimism here...ah. 
Here's the station. 



Sound: On the hyperstation, the roar of crowds and the 
beginning of The Flag Parade. 

BEED: Greetings! This is Beed and Fode, reporting live 
from the Mos Espa Podrace Arena here on sunny Tatooine. 
We have perfect weather today for the Boonta Eve Classic, 
the most hazardous of all Podraces. 

SCENE 6-6 INTERIOR MOS ESPA - PODRACE ARENA 
- ANNOUNCER S BOX 

Sound: The crowds and music are louder and clearer, as 
we're now at the arena. 

EODE: That's absolutely right, Beed. And a big turnout 
here, from all corners of the Outer Rim territories. The 
arena is packed. Well over 100,000 in attendance. 

BEED: The festivities, as always, will begin with a 
parade of flags from each of the podracers as their pods are 
towed out onto the racetrack. 

EODE: I see the contestants are making their way out 
onto the starting grid. 

Sound: The crowd ROARS. 

BEED: Yes, there they are! And the pods are being 
towed out as well. 

EODE: I see Ben Quadinaros from the Tund system. A 
last minute addition to the roster, Ben is apparently 
entering this race on a bet! 

BEED: And Gasgano in the new Ord Pedrovia. The 
oddsmakers are putting him as likely to place in the top 
three. 

EODE: Two-time winner and music sensation. Boles 
Roor. He rocked the house last night at the Poodoo Lounge! 
My ears are still ringing! 

BEED: I told you to wear earplugs! And coming up on 
the front line is the reigning champion from Pixelito, 



Malastare... SEBULBA!! 

Sound: The crowd ROARS. 

FODE: Look at that huge Collor Pondrat Plug-F 
Mammoth Split-X that Sebulba will be riding in today. That 
is beautiful! 

BEED: Sebulba playing to the crowd. I see he's wearing 
that custom-made leather-racing outfit. By far he's the 
favorite today with the oddsmakers and the crowd. 

FODE: And in the front row, nearside pole position, 
Mawwwwwhonic 1! (beat, crowd cheer) And a hearty hello 
to Clegg Holdfast and his Voltec KT9 Wasp! (beat, crowd 
cheer) Lookee there. It's Elan Mak, always a threat on this 
course. And back again, it's the mighty Dud Bolt, with that 
incredible racing machine, the Vulptereen 327. (beat, 
crowd cheer) A newcomer, moving up from the minor rim 
leagues. First-time big-time. Mars Guo! (Crowd cheer) 

BEED: Hey, who's that tall funny-looking orange 
creature with the big ears? He's hogging Mars' moment! 

FODE: Oh, it's okay, that bearded man's dragging that 
critter off. Idiot. Oh - this cocky little guy does not know the 
meaning of the word "fear." It's Ratts Tyrell! (Crowd cheer) 
His whole family's here today to cheer him on - his wife, 
three kids, one of them newly born. Aww We understand 
Mrs. Tyrell just got out of the hospital, so we wish her and 
her family the best of luck today, (beat) He's not good- 
looking, but he's not shy. Ark "Bumpy" Roose! 

Sound: A woodwind fanfare plays for Ark. 

BEED: Oh, he's got a Bith band to play for him. Not too 
flashy, but it gets the job done. 

FODE: And hoping for a big win today, Ody Mandrell 
with his record-setting pit droid team! 

BEED: (laughs) Looks like the pit droids are as good at 
beating themselves into shape as beating a pod into shape! 



Maybe they should go into comedy 

FODE: And a late entry Anakin Skywalker, a local boy I 
remember he wiped out at the qualifying trials last month. 

BEED: I hope he has better luck this time. 

FODE: I see the flags are moving onto the track. A 
colorful display from friends of each of the podracers... 

SCENE 6-7 - EXTERIOR - POD RACE ARENA - NEAR 
ANAKIN'S POD 

Sound: The sound is isolated as Sebulba walks up. A 
banging noise on the side of the Pod, and a cracking noise. 

FODE: (in background, under dialogue) ...as they each 
carry a large flag with their handpicked logo across the 
width of the racetrack. Looks like a protocol droid's 
carrying Skywalker's flag. What little there is of him, 
anyway, (laughs) 

SEBULBA: Uh oh. A loose fuel distributor. That won't do 
Skywalker much good. Heh heh heh... 

WALD: (sentence in Huttese) 

SEBULBA: Wha-?!? Oh - one of Anakin's friends. 

WALD: (accusing sentence) 

SEBULBA: Listen, you Rodian runt. You did not see me 
by Anakin's Pod. You did not see me mess with one of the 
engine parts. 

WALD: (Oh yes I did!) 

SEBULBA: If you did, then you will be another missing 
child off the streets. Another victim of the Hutts' appetites. 
Do you understand me? 

WALD: (terrified agreement) 

SEBULBA: Good. Then take that eopie's rein and get 
out of here. 

WALD: (runs off wailing) 



SEBULBA: And there's the little wermo now, fueling up 
his Pod... 

KITSTER: (far off) There you go, Ani. The engines are 
hooked up to the Pod now. Cables are secure. 

Sound: Sebulba moves closer to Anakin and his friends. 

KITSTER: T m taking the last eopie off the track now, 
Ani. Me, Wald, Artoo and Threepio will be on the sidelines, 
cheering you on. Come on... 

Sound: Eopie snort and clipclops. 

ANAKIN: Great, Kitster. Tm fueling her now. Mom...I 
guess this is it. 

SHMI: I guess so. 

Sound: Shmi hugs Anakin. 

SHMI: Be safe. 

ANAKIN: I will. Mom. I promise. 

SHMI: Til be able to see you from one of the observation 
towers. They gave me a viewscreen for better viewing. 

ARTOO: WISHES ANAKIN LUCK AS IT ROLLS OFF. 

ANAKIN: Thanks, Artoo. Padme, Jar-Jar... Til do my best. 

JAR-JAR: Dis berry loony, Ani. May da guds be kind, 
mesa palo. 

Sound: Padme kisses Anakin on the cheek. 

PADME: A kiss for luck. You carry all our hopes. 

ANAKIN: I won't let you down, Padme. 

Sound: The others walk off. After a moment, Sebulba 
walks up. 

SEBULBA: Skywalker. Against all odds, you managed to 
make it into the Boonta. You've gone to a lot of effort to 
ensure yourself a spectacular death. 

ANAKIN: A spectacular victory, you mean. 

SEBULBA: Bazda wahota, shag. Dobiella Nok. 

ANAKIN: Cha skrundee da pat, sleemo. I will walk away 
from this one, and I'll be laughing about this day for years 



to come! 

SEBULBA: Yoka Bantha poodoo! (moves off) Heh heh 
heh... 

ANAKIN: Yeah, we'll see who the Bantha poodoo is... 
QUI-GON: (coming up) You all set, Ani? 

ANAKIN: Yep. Pod's ready. Help me in, will you? 
QUI-GON: Right. 

Sound: Qui-Gon pulls Anakin into the cockpit 
ANAKIN: Whoa! 

QUI-GON: Here's your helmet and goggles. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 

QUI-GON: I 've got to join the others at the observation 
tower. Anakin... 

ANAKIN: Yes? 

QUI-GON: Remember, concentrate on the moment. Feel. 
Don't think. Use your instincts. 

ANAKIN: I will. 

QUI-GON: (he smiles) May the Force be with you. 

Sound: Anakin pulls on his helmet. 

ANAKIN: (to himself) Here we go... 

SCENE 6-8 - INTERIOR PODRACE ARENA - 
ANNOUNCER'S BOOTH 

Sound: The crowd goes into an extended ROAR. 

BEED: And here he is! The First Citizen of Tatooine. His 
honor, our glorious host, Jabba the Hutt has entered the 
arena. 

EODE AND BEED: Ahlalalalalalalala!! 

JABBA: (on speakers) GRUNTS. 

EODE: I see his majordomo. Bib Fortuna, with him. And 
is that...yes! Behind him is Gardulla the Hutt, with her aide 
Diva Funnnn-qui-ta!! 



BEED: Oh, she looks gorgeous today. And so does her 
aide. 

JABBA: (on the speakers) Chas beilya da unta Boonta!! 

BEED: (translating) Welcome one and all to the Boonta!! 

JABBA: Yas ka buscka nolyia! 

BEED: Let the race begin!! 

Sound: The crowd ROARS once, then settles down. 
Several energy binder beams activate. 

BEED: The power couplings are being activated! 

EODE: Hey it looks like they're clearing the grid. There 
go the flag bearers... 

SCENE 6-9 - EXTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE ARENA 
- VIEWING PLATEORM 

Sound: The crowd murmurs in the background, as the 
energy binders hum. Qui-Gon and Jar-Jar step into the 
platform. 

QUI-GON: Hurry up, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa comen, mesa comen. 

SHMI: Is he nervous? 

QUI-GON: He's fine. 

PADME: You Jedi are far too reckless. The Queen is not 
going to be pleased when she hears my report, especially if 
this fails - 

QUI-GON: The Queen trusts my judgment, young 
handmaiden. You should too. 

PADME: You assume too much. I don't see the wisdom in 
putting our lives in the hands of a young boy - 

QUI-GON: And did the people of Naboo err when they 
put their lives in the hands of a young girl? 

PADME: (shocked beat) You...\\ 

QUI-GON: You need to have faith. 




PADME: I only have faith in the things I can see or 
touch. 

QUI-GON: Ah. Perhaps that is your mistake, young 
handmaiden. Shmi, are we ready? 

SHMI: Yes. Viewing platform is lifting...now. 

Sound: A hydraulic whine as the platform rises up the 
tower The crowd and race noises move below the platform. 

SHMI: Here. Everyone gather around me. Tve got the 
viewscreen. We can watch the race with this. 

FODE: (on the viewscreen) Start your engines! 1 

Sound: The ROAR of several Podrace engines igniting. 

SHMI: This is it... 

JAR-JAR: Dissen ganna be messy! Me no watchen! 

Sound: The engines rev up. 

FODE: On your mark... 

PADME: Ani, please be all right... 

FODE: Get set... 

Sound: A beeping countdown noise. 

FODE: Wait for it... 

Sound: A gong. 

FODE: GO!!!! 

Sound: The Podracers shoot past the starting line with a 
scream of high-pitched energy. 

DEED: And they'rrrrre off! Lap One has begun!! 

Sound: The coughing and dying of one Podracer's 
engines. 

FODE: Oh...wait. Little Skywalker has stalled. 

SHMI: Oh, no... 

Sound: The growing laughter of the crowd. The 
coughing of Anakin's Pod trying to restart. 

DEED: A little quick on the draw, eh? Sounds like he's 
flooded his engine. 

JAR-JAR: Wesa doomed! 



FODE: It looks like Quadrinaros is having engine trouble 
also. He can't seem to get his Pod going at all! 

JAR-JAR: Come on. Anil 1 

PADME: (enraged) Trust me, you said. Have faith, you 
said. Now look where your reckless actions have brought 
us, Jedi! 

QUI-GON: Padme - 

PADME: No, don't tell me to shut up!! This is your f— 

Sound: A roar from the racetrack, as Anakin's Pod finally 
reignites and takes off. 

FODE: And there goes Skywalker, finally... 

JAR-JAR: Go Ani, go!! 

FODE: He'll be hard pressed to catch up with the 
leaders. 

SCENE 6-lOb - INTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE 
ARENA - PRIVATE BOX 

Sound: The crowds are much closer now 

WATTO: (laughing) That's right, Anakin...Take your 
time, no hurry. There's no chance you or that stupid farmer 
can win now... 

WEAZEL: You're really betting against your own slave, 
Watto? 

WATTO: That's right, Weazel! All my money's on 
Sebulba this time! To win the Boonta takes aggression - and 
Sebulba has that in spades! 

SCENE 6-lOc - EXTERIOR MOS ESPA PODRACE 
ARENA - VIEWING PLATFORM 

BEED: Let's see...the other racers are at Mushroom 
Mesa now. Sebulba's taking an early lead, with Mawhonic 
right behind him. No, wait - 

Sound: Explosion. 



FODE: Oh no, Mawhonic lost control of his Pod and 
crashed into the side of a huge boulder. What a shame. 

BEED: But it looked to me like Sebulba rammed his p— 

FODE: Beed? What did I tell you before the race? 

BEED: It was an accident folks, plain and simple. 
Salvage crews are en route, but it doesn't look good for the 
Gran competitor. 

SHMI: He did ram that racer! It was clear as daylight! 

QUI-GON: A racer who has the favor of the Hutts has 
little to fear in the way of reprisals. 

FODE: And Sebulba now has a comfortable lead. 
Followed by Wan Sandage in second, Ody Mandrell in third. 
The racers are heading straight for the notch into Beggar's 
Canyon! They are all very close together! 

BEED: This is competitorship at its best, Fode! 

FODE: Here's where things get dangerous, folks. In the 
qualifying heat the racers chose safety over speed. But now 
they have to take those sharp turns at full throttle! We're 
talking 600 miles an hour here, folks! 

PADME: Those floating cameras of theirs have a great 
view. 

JAR-JAR: Deysa got camera on some of da Pods too. Oh, 
disa would make my sick if it was my in one of dose pods. 

BEED: We're past the canyon now, into the Desert Plain. 
Sebulba in the lead, Ody in second, Ratts Tyrell in third. 

FODE: They're flashing through the Arch Canyon, flying 
almost blind! 

PADME: This is terrifying! I can't believe Anakin is still 
in this! 

SHMI: And there's still two and a half laps to go... 
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GRAXOL: Your boy is still in this, Watto. He may not 
have aggression, but he does have a certain spunk. What do 
you say...ten wiuppiwiuppi that he at least finishes? 

WATTO: Hah! Skywalker didn't finish the qualifying 
heat, did he? 

GRAXOL: Come on. Fifteen wiuppiwiuppi. 

WATTO: Don't insult me, Graxol. Make it twenty. 

GRAXOL: You're on. 

WEAZEL: Hey, I want in on this! Thirty says he places in 
the top five! 
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BEED: And already they're into the Whip. Wow, this is 
almost too fast to keep up with! 

EODE: Already midway through the first lap, as the 
racers tear into the Laguna Caves. From blinding bright 
sunlight into utter darkness, with only the occasional hole in 
the ceiling to tell you where you are - and more important, 
where the stalactites and stalagmites are! 

Sound: Explosion. 

EODE: 000!! Ratts Tyrell just smashed head-on into a 
stalactite at nearly 650 miles per hour!! The caves are a 
fireball - and here come the other pods, only a little 
scorched, tearing out into the canyon dune turn. 

BEED: Oh, his poor family. That cute lil' tyke's an orphan 
now. Poor little thing... 

SHMI: Ani... 

PADME: There he is - he's all right. Thank the gods... 

BEED: I hope their clothes are fireproof, Fode. 

EODE: Indeed. Oh, wait a minute, wait a minute - 

Sound: Distant shooting. 



FODE: Looks like a few Tusken Raiders have camped out 
on the canyon dune turn. They're taking potshots at the 
racers - like they didn't have enough to worry about, now 
they've got to worry about bullets! 

PADME: Potshooters? I thought you said the Tuskens 
were scavengers, Qui-Gon! 

QUI-GON: No, the Jawas are the scavengers. The 
Tusken Raiders - the Sandpeople - are predators. Though I 
wouldn't be surprised if one of the Hutts put them up to this 
to spice things up. 

BEED: Risk is the name of the game, Fode. 

FODE: Really? I thought it was called a Podrace? 

FODE AND BEED: HOKEY LAUGH. 

FODE: Okay, heading out into the Hutt Flats, I see 
Sebulba in first, Clegg Holdfast in second, Ody Mandrell a 
close third. 

Sound: Whirring noise from Ben's pod. 

BEED: WHOA, LOOK OUT!! DUCK, EVERYBODY!! 

Sound: A crashing noise and several small explosions. A 
sigh of relief and a few laughs from the crowd. 

FODE: Ooh. There goes Quadinaros' power couplings. 
His engines just flew apart from each other and buried 
themselves in the rock walls. Ben himself seems to be okay. 

SHMI: Oh, that poor racer... 

PADME: Poor nothing! At least he's still alive! 

BEED: He'd better duck, because here come the other 
racers!!! 

Sound: The pods tear past the starting line in a blur of 
speed. 

BEED: Sebulba tears into lap two, in record time!! 

FODE: Ody Mandrell in second, Clegg Holdfast in third... 

BEED: Wait a minute, Ody's slowing down. Yes, he's 
pulling over for a pit stop. 



FODE: I see him ordering his pit droids around. There's 
one that's a little too close to the engine manifold. He'd 
better watch - 

Sound: A crunching sound, and a small boom from one 
of Ody's engines. 

FODE: Oh no! That pit droid just got sucked right up 
into the engine, blowing it out! Looks like Ody's out of the 
race, folks. 

BEED: And there go the other racers, one by one! Hey, 
look - that pit droid actually survived that trip through 
Ody's engine! Boy, droids like that don't come along every 
day! 
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WATTO: Hah! You hear that - record time! Ten 
wiuppiwiuppi says Sebulba sets a new speed record when 
he wins! 

GRAXOL: Fifteen, and you have a bet! 

WEAZEL: Too rich for my blood. Count me out. 
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PADME: Anakin. Where's Anakin?? I don't see him!! 
QUI-GON: Don't panic, Padme. Remember, he had a lot 
of ground to catch up on. 

PADME: You're right. I'm sorry I jumped to conclu - 
look! Here he comes! 

FODE: It looks like Skywalker's moving up the field. He's 

in... 

BEED: Sixth place. Not bad for a racer who started in 
seventeenth! 

Sound: Anakin's Pod shoots by 



JAR-JAR: Great going, Ani!! Hooray!! 

SHMI: Don't celebrate yet. He still has two more laps to 
get through. 

FODE: Here we go again! 

BEED: Sebulba right by Clegg, ramming him. Wait a 
minute...is that flame coming from Sebulba's Pod... 

FODE: No it's not, Fode! It's coming from Clegg's! He's 
heading into the canyon wall! 

Sound: Distant explosion. 

FODE: Ohh, and there's Clegg out of the race but good. 

BEED: Are you sure? I could've swore that was - 

FODE: Beed, we've talked about this... 

BEED: All right, all right. I see the salvage droids are 
out there now, picking up pieces of wrecked racers' pods. 
Those racers better watch it; they don't want to run into 
any of them. 

FODE: Whoa - Skywalker just clipped that one! Close 
call. Oh no...it's Bumpy Roose into the pits! Okay, let's see.... 
doesn't look too serious... Through the Mushroom Mesa... 
Skywalker's catching up fast to Gasgano. But the Xexto sees 
him coming, he's weaving to block the boy's path... 
Skywalker hits the gas, and a sharp drop into Ebe Crater 
Valley... 

BEED: And from there straight towards Beggar's 
Canyon! And Skywalker jumps ahead of Gasgano! 

JAR-JAR: My don't know if my can take two more laps of 
dis! 

PADME: I 'm with you there, Jar-Jar! This is 
nerveracking. 
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FODE: (over speakers) Teemto Pagalies is moving ahead 
in the track, past Skywalker...no wait! That boy just flipped 
his pod over Teemto! Tve never seen that done before! 

GRAXOL: Hmm. What do you say of the boy's chances of 
finishing now, Watto? 

WATTO: Bah! He's just a human! He won't last much 
longer! 
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FODE: Skywalker is just flat out burning up the 
racetrack! He's in fourth...no, make that third place, right 
behind Mars Guo in second and Sebulba in first! 

BEED: We've heard Sebulba has a grudge against that 
boy. If he gets into second, things are really gonna get 
interesting! 

Sound: Explosion and crashing noises. 

FODE: Explosion!! One of Mars Guo's engines has just 
blown! He's being splattered all over the Desert Plain! 

PADME: Yeah, because Sebulba just tossed a piece of 
junk behind him into the engine! Open your eyes, you two- 
headed idiot!! 

SHMI: NO!! ANI, LOOK OUT!!! 

Sound: The whistle of a near miss. The crowd cheers. 

JAR-JAR: (gasp) 

FODE: Whew! Part of Guo's Pod nearly went right into 
Skywalker. That was so close, my life flashed before my 
eyes! 

BEED: Mine too! Hmm - my life's been pretty good so 
far! 

FODE: Whoa!! That piece must've snapped one of 
Skywalker's control cables! He's only tied to one engine 
now! Skywalker's spinning out of control! 



PADME: No! Gods, noli 

BEED: Oh, that kid's a goner! He's gotta be dizzy - 
how's he gonna get out of this one? 

EODE: Racers are shooting right past him. Whatta 
disappointment for the locals... 

QUI-GON: Focus, Ani. Focus ... 

BEED: Whoa whoa whoa, what's this?? He's stabilized 
his pod, and it looks like he's trying to snag that cable with 
a magnetic winch! YES!! He's got it!! He's reattaching the 
cable to the pod! 

PADME: He did it...but can he still win?? 

BEED: Boy, that kid's luck is just unreal!! 

EODE: I hope Mars Guo can say the same - I don't think 
he's walking away from that one. Computer scan says he hit 
the desert floor at nearly seven hundred miles an hour! 
Better luck next time - if there is a next time! 

BEED: Well, while we've been jawing, the racers have 
moved into Crag Gorge. Sebulba in first, Skywalker in 
second, Sandage in third. 

PADME: I 've got a bad feeling about this. Every racer 
who's gotten close to Sebulba has wrecked. 

QUI-GON: It's a risk Anakin will have to take. Sebulba 
won't give up his lead for anything. 

EODE: And into the Laguna Caves again. Will another 
racer get wiped out here? 

JAR-JAR: Not Ani! Pleez, any racer but Ani!! 

BEED: Nope! They all made it out okay! 

JAR-JAR: Whew! 

EODE: Back out in the canyon dune turn. Better watch 
out for those Sandpeople, racers! 

Sound: The bullets start flying again. 

BEED: It's a shooting gallery out there! 

EODE: Skywalker's Pod just took a hit! 



PADME: NO!! 

FODE: Oh, he's okay. It just nicked the side of his Pod. 

Sound: Explosion and crash. 

BEED: Oh, but Teemto Pagelies isn't so lucky! A bullet 
went through his fuel tank! Ouch!! I don't care what galaxy, 
universe, or dimension you're from, that has got to hurt!! 

FODE: The Tusken Raiders are cheering their kill. Uh oh 
- there's a few Jawas down there trying to get first pick of 
the debris. The Sandpeople are shooting at the Jawas...and 
the little critters get away clean! 

BEED: No goods for the Tuskens today! 

FODE: The other racers are way behind now, as we head 
up the stretch of Hutt Flats. It's all Sebulba and Skywalker 
now. They're getting up close... 

BEED: r m seeing flames again...from Sebulba to 
Skywalker. Can we get a closeup - 

FODE: No! Do not closeup, cameradroid! I'm warning 
you, Beed - (whisper) Jabba's not gonna be happy with us if 
we make his favorite racer look bad. Get me? 

BEED: Well, it doesn't matter now, Skywalker's moved 
back and the flames have disappeared. 

JAR-JAR: Here they comes!! YAHOO!!! 

FODE: At the start of the third and final lap, Sebulba is 
in the lead, closely followed by Skywalker... 

PADME: It's the last lap, Ani! Come on! You can do it!! 

JAR-JAR: Come on, Ani, beat dat Sebulba fella! 

SHMI: You're being mighty quiet, Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: I am concentrating. Using the Force to look 
into Ani's mind. His heart. 

SHMI: You already know his heart is pure. His mind is 
clear. 

QUI-GON: In normal circumstances, yes. But this is 
anything but normal. And this is the time I most need to 



know his soul. His future may depend upon it. 

FODE: (on speakers) The racers are blasting into 
Beggar's Canyon. Skywalker is remaining right behind 
Sebulba.... 
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Sound: The crowds are closer 

WEAZEL: Hey uh...you don't think Skywalker might 
actually...win, do you? 

WATTO: No! Impossible! No one can beat Sebulba!! 

GRAXOL: You'd better hope not, anyway. You said all 
your money was riding on Sebulba? 

WATTO: (a little scared) Every last trugut... 

GRAXOL: Then you ain't got enough to spare for a last 
minute bet? 

WATTO: (quickly) I have some money left. What bet? 

GRAXOL: Every last cent in your pocket, minus what 
you bet Weazel here, that Skywalker wins. You win, you get 
every last cent in my pocket. 

WATTO: Deal!! 
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FODE: This is gonna be a close one, folks. Sebulba and 
Skywalker are now rating nearly 725 miles per hour - as 
fast as any Podracers have gone! 

BEED: They're just a blur in Ebe Crater Valley! That 
they are able to maneuver around those boulders, at their 
speed, is almost miraculous!! 

FODE: Skywalker just can't seem to edge past Sebulba - 
and now he won't get the chance for a while, as they shoot 
into Beggar's Canyon! 



BEED: Wait a minute, what's Skywalker doing?! He can't 
be - oh my gods - he's threading the Stone Needle!! He's 
suicidal - but HE DOES IT!!! 

Sound: The crowd ROARS in shock and delight 

EODE: Skywalker and Sebulba, side by side in Beggar's 
Canyon! There's barely enough room for one Pod at a time 
in that narrow gorge, let alone two!! 

BEED: They're smashing through track markers, 
bumping each other's sides!! 

EODE: Boy, if you're one of them, right now you've gotta 
wonder - who's this racer beside me? Why's he trying so 
hard?!? He can't be in it for the money now, I sure ain't! 

BEED: No, he ain't! This is personal!! 

SHMI: Ani, be careful...this is Sebulba's territory here... 

BEED: Sebulba just hit Skywalker again! Look at that 
close-up - he is mad!! 

EODE: Beed, I warned you - 

BEED: Oh come on, how am I supposed to cover up 
something like that - 

EODE: Skywalker's been forced onto the service ramp!! 
He's shooting right up the side of the mountain - right into 
the sky!! This could be all for him, folks!! 

Sound: The crowd gives a collective gasp. 

BEED: Oh, this is the end for Skywalker now. Up, up, up 
he goes...and what goes up has to come down... 

SHMI: (about to cry) Oh no...no no... 

EODE: There he drops...but...look at that! That's a 
controlled descent!! 

BEED: He's firing his engines, propelling him ahead as 
well as down! He's aiming ahead of Sebulba! 

EODE: Oh, if he makes this one...it's gonna be one for 
the history books... 



Sound: Anakin's Pod bumps the ground. The crowd 
SCREAMS in delight. 

BEED: HE DID IT!!! HE'S IN THE LEAD!!! 

PADME: SQUEALS IN EXCITEMENT 

EODE: ITS SKYWALKER!! HE'S AHEAD OF SEBULBA!! 

BEED: THE FIRST EVER SURVIVED DESCENT IN 
PODRACE HISTORY!! 

EODE: Amazing!! A quick controlled thrust, and he's 
back on course and in the lead!! They're out of Beggar's 
Canyon now, shooting across the Desert Plain! 

JAR-JAR: Did he crash it? 

PADME: Does it look like he crashed it?? He's gonna 
win!! 
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GRAXOL: (laughing) Oh, Watto. You fool. You have just 
made the absolute worst bet of all time. 

WATTO: Not yet I haven't!! Come on, Sebulba!! KILL 
the little worm!! 

WEAZEL: Kill your slave? That's rather cold. You've only 
got two. 

WATTO: I don't care!! I'd rather be out a slave than out 
my money!! Come on, Sebulba!! COME ON!!! 
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EODE: Sebulba hits the drop so fast he bangs the 
underside of his Pod on the desert floor! But he doesn't 
care - it's the finish line or death now!! He's pouring on the 
speed, coming up right behind Anakin!! 

BEED: I think he's gonna try ramming Anakin into a 
boulder, like he did Mawhonic! 



FODE: Beed, I - maybe. Maybe you're right. No, wait a 
minute, I see what he's doing - he's trying to send his 
energy binder beam into Anakin's Pod! He's gonna 
electrocute the kid and take his chances with the crash!! 

Sound: The crowd is alternately gasping and screaming. 

BEED: That may not be necessary - I see something 
shaking on the side of Anakin's Pod. Can we get a closeup 
on that? Yes, I see it now - a loose fuel distributor! If it 
breaks, Skywalker's Pod may catch fire!! 

PADME: Oh God!! 

FODE: Skywalker doesn't dare slow down now!! The 
Whip is coming up, and Sebulba is literally breathing down 
his neck!! 

Sound: A snapping noise. 

BEED: There goes that distributor!! 

FODE: Wait a minute, what's that? That's...that's a 
flamethrower on the side of Sebulba's Pod!! He's trying to 
ensure Skywalker's Pod explodes!! That's illegal!! 

BEED: I thought you were telling me - 

FODE: Never mind what I told you!! 

SHMI: He's going to kill my son. That insane Dug is 
going to kill my son... 

QUI-GON: Calm down, Shmi. It's not over yet. 

SHMI: What do you sense? 

QUI-GON: Anakin is quieting his mind... he is at peace... 

FODE: Skywalker has no choice now - he's decelerating, 
letting Sebulba pass him, while he tries to put out his 
burning engine!! There's a bright flame on that side of that 
engine! Skywalker's in trouble! Sebulba takes the lead as 
they approach the Whip! 

PADME: He's not gonna make it... 

QUI-GON: (quietly, to himself) That's it, Anakin. Put all 
other thoughts out of your mind. Concentrate solely on your 



Pod... 

BEED: The fire's out! He managed to get the repair 
circuits going just in time. 

EODE: But he's still out of power on that one engine! 
Not enough fuel! Sebulba's in Jag Crag Gorge and pulling 
ahead! 

BEED: Looks like he's trying a power transfer, from one 
engine to the other! 

PADME: How can he be so calm?!? 

QUI-GON: He's letting the Force flow through him. He 
doesn't know it, but he is. 

Sound: Anakin's other engine reignites. 

BEED: He did it!! But is he in time? 

EODE: We'll find out! He's throwing the control sticks 
full ahead, and shooting into the Whip! Straight into Jag 
Crag Gorge!! HE'S CATCHING SEBULBA!! 

BEED: INCREDIBLE!! 

JAR-JAR: Careful, Ani! Careful Anil! 

EODE: Straight out of the Laguna Caves without a 
scratch!! Canyon Dune Turn! No Sandpeople this time!! 

BEED: Now it's Skywalker's turn to breathe down 
Sebulba's neck!! 

EODE: Bindy Bend!! The Coil!! Jett's Chute!! The two 
Pods are a blur!! 

BEED: Through the Corkscrew! In the Hutt Flats now!! 
They're in the homestretch!! 

PADME: Anakin...piease... 

EODE: Skywalker's making his move - around Sebulba's 
Pod!! The slave boy is less than a minute away from 
upsetting the champion!! 

BEED: Sebulba's lost it!! He's ramming Anakin's Pod, he 
doesn't care who sees him!! It's all or nothing!! 

Sound: The crowd SCREAMS IN HORROR!! 



JAR-JAR: OH NOAH!!! 

FODE: Uh...oh... 

BEED: Sebulba's Pod has caught on Skywalker's!! The 
two pods are jammed together!! 

FODE: I can see them from here!! 

BEED: They can't get free!! 

QUI-GON: (quietly) Focus, Anakin. Reach out to the 
supports of your Pod. Reinforce them with your power. Use 
the Force... 

BEED: Skywalker's trying to break free!! 

FODE: That little human is out of his mind!! They're side 
by side!! 

BEED: Shoulder to shoulder!! 

FODE: They're gonna tear each other apart!! Cross your 
appendages...!! 

Sound: HUGE EXPLOSION!! A startled gasp from the 
crowd - and then a GIANT CHEER OF JOY!!! 

FODE: SKYWALKER!!! HE'S OUT OF THE EXPLOSION!! 
FIVE SECONDS TO THE FINISH LINE...THREE...TWO... 
ONE... 

Sound: The Pod roars by!! THE CROWD EXPLODES!!!! 
PADME: YYYYEEESSSS!!!! 

JAR-JAR: YYYYAAAAHHHHOOOOOOO!!!!! 

FODE: SKYWALKER WINS!!! SKYWALKER WINS!!!! 
THE CROWDS ARE GOING NUTS!!! 

FODE AND BEED: OOH!! AHH!! OOH!! AHH!! OOH!! 
AHH!! 

BEED: Skywalker's stopping his Pod! He's being hoisted 
out by his party of family and friends!! 

ANAKIN: (on loudspeakers) I DID IT!!! MOM, I DID IT!!! 
WHOOOO!!! 

FODE: Even more miraculous, Sebulba survived as well! 
His Pod landed intact, and rescue crews are heading out to 





him now!! 

BEED: Can somebody please wake Jabba up and tell him 
what he missed?!? Oh, this is so beautiful...Tm about to 
cry... (sniff) 

EODE: THE YOUNGEST CHAMPION IN PODRACE 
HISTORY!!! THE FASTEST CHAMPION IN PODRACE 
HISTORY!!! THE GREATEST PODRACE IN 
HISTORRRYYY!!! 

Music: Climb to a triumphant crescendo, and then fade 
into a brief reprise of Anakin's Theme. 

NARRATOR: Against all odds...against reason itself... 
Anakin Skywalker has won. But what exactly has he won? A 
chance at escape for the Queen, certainly. And unknown to 
himself, a chance at freedom and the fulfillment of a lifelong 
dream to be a Jedi Knight. But with the price he will have to 
pay, he may look back at this day and wonder.... was it even 
worth it? 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER SEVEN; 
"THE CALL OF DESTINY" 


SOUND/FX 
ROLES: 

Tatooine Natives 
Artoo Detoo 
Banthas 
Dewbacks 
Sith Probe Droid 
Eopies 
Pit Droids 

Thug #3 
Qui-Gon Jinn 
Gardulla the Hutt 
Thug 

Darth Maul 
Obi-Wan Kenobi 
Sebulba the Dug 
Kitster Banai 
Rodian Child 
See Threepio 
Jira 

Captain Gordon Panaka 
Ric Olie 
Darth Sidious 


CAST: (in chronological 

order) 

Anakin Sky walker 
Shmi Skywalker 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Weazel 

Watto 

Graxol 



Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Battle Droid 

Battle Droid Commander OOM-9 

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Seven - 'The 
Call of Destiny" 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Unnoticed by the turmoil- 
wracked Senate on the capitol world of Coruscant, or by 
most of the people in the galaxy, a young boy has just 
accomplished the impossible. The Boonta Eve Classic 
Podrace, deadliest of all sporting events, has ended in a 
shocking upset - Anakin Skywalker, a nine-year-old slave, 
has become the first human in history to win the hazardous 
competition. His victory gives Queen Amidala the chance to 
repair her starship, reach the Senate and beg for help for 
her invaded and subjugated homeworld of Naboo. 

Sound: The roar of the Pods, the cheering of the crowd, 
and ambient desert noises. 
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NARRATOR: Meanwhile, the Sith Lord Darth Maul is 
also on Tatooine, hunting the Queen and her Jedi 
protectors, who are unaware as yet of their unseen foe... 

SHMI: (running up) ANAKIN!! 

ANAKIN: MOM!! 

Sound: The crowd roars as mother and son hug. 

SHMI: Oh Anakin, I love you so much... 



Sound: The Sith Probe Droid hisses by, pauses 
momentarily then moves on under next dialogue. 

SHMI: I couldn't believe it at first. But you...you did 
something no other human could ever do. I am so proud of 

you... 

ANAKIN: I couldn't have done it without you. 

PADME: (coming up) ANAKIN!! 

JAR-JAR: (coming up) YAY, ANI!! 

ANAKIN: Padme, I did it!! Your ship can be fixed now! 

PADME: Oh, Ani. I - I mean, the Queen - will always be 
in your debt! 

JAR-JAR: My too! Mesa can finally leave dis hot, dry 
world! 

ANAKIN: Hey, where's Qui-Gon? 

PADME: He's gone to get our parts. Come on, let's get 
in the hangar and out of the crowds. 

ANAKIN: Okay! Kitster, Wald, help Artoo with the 
towlines... 

Sound: Fade out 
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Sound: The crowds are all leaving now. The other sounds 
remain the same. 

GRAXOL: (hysterical laughter) 

WATTO: Stop laughing!! It's not funny!! 

GRAXOL: The look on your face when Skywalker 
crossed the finish line...(laughs again) It was worth losing 
the money I'd bet on Sebulba to see that! 

WATTO: You've got my pocket money now, and Weazel 
has got the rest. So get out of my sight!! 

GRAXOL: All right, all right. I'm going. Maybe next time 
you'll bet on your slave, eh? (moves away, laughing) 



WATTO: Next time?!? Ooooh, there's not going to be a 
next time. By the time I'm done beating that boy he'll never 
even want to look at a Podracer again... 

THUG #3: (coming up) Hey. Jabba wants his money. 

WATTO: Tell him I'll send the money first thing 
tomorrow, (sigh) Somehow. 

THUG #3: That's not good enough. He wants an up¬ 
front premium. 

WATTO: But I don't have any money left on me!! 

THUG #3: Jabba doesn't like having to wait for his 
payment. People who don't pay him... he makes examples 
of. Get me? 

Sound: Thug #3 cracks his knuckles to underscore the 
point. 

WATTO: I...oh, all right. I-I-I do have a few truguts 
hidden here in my inner pocket. Here you go. 

Sound: A few coins clinks into the thug's hand. 

THUG #3: That'll work, (moving away) I'll see you at 
your shop, first thing in the morning, for the rest of the 
payment. I'll bring some friends with me... 

WATTO: Ohhhh.... 

QUI-GON: (coming up) Lost all your money, eh? 

WATTO: You! You swindled me! You knew the boy was 
going to win! Somehow you knew it! I lost everything... 

QUI-GON: Whenever you gamble, my little blue friend, 
eventually you'll lose. Bring the parts to the main hangar. 
I'll come by your shop later so you can release the boy. 

WATTO: You can't have him! It wasn't a fair bet! 

Sound: The Sith probe droid buzzes by under next. 

QUI-GON: Would you like to discuss it with the Hutts? 
I'm sure they can settle this. 

WATTO: No, no! I want no more of your tricks! (sighs) 
Take him... 



QUI-GON: (moving off) Thank you, Watto. I knew we 
could do business... 

WATTO: (low) Ohh... You'll get your parts all right, you 
thieving biped scum...Til shove them down your throat... 

Sound: A low, loud slithering sound on the ground as 
Gardulla comes to Watto. 

GARDULLA: (a deep bass and echoing, yet female 
voice) Watto. Congratulations. 

WATTO: Eh? Oh - hello, Gardulla. Hello there. I trust 
you did well in the betting today? 

GARDULLA: No. I lost a lot, thanks to your boy. Quite an 
upset, his victory was. Jabba is still fuming. 

WATTO: I see. My-my deepest apologies. 

GARDULLA: There is a way you can make it up to me. 

WATTO: Oh? Oh, I am at your service. 

GARDULLA: Had I known of Skywalker's capabilities 
when I owned him, I wouldn't have pawned him off to you. 

WATTO: (to himself) Er, funny, I seem to remember that 
game differently... 

GARDULLA: Despite the sad fact that your slave boy 
will soon grow too big to fit into a Pod, I am prepared to 
offer the generous sum of 50,000 peggats for him. 

WATTO: 50,000?!? Er... 

GARDULLA: It is a bargain. I'm sure you'll agree. 

WATTO: Oh oh, I do agree! It's just, uh...he could still 
win more races for me! I would be foolish to just throw 
away such a valuable source of income, hmm? (nervous 
laughter) 

GARDULLA: Of course. I shall give you some time to 
consider my offer. But don't take too long - this is a take it 
or leave it deal. 

Sound: Gardulla slithers off. 



WATTO: I-I shall consider this! Thank you for your 
generous offer, Gardulla! (to himself) Tve got to get that 
boy back somehow. 50,000 would easily clear my debts - Td 
be no worse off than I was before the race. But how? That 
farmer's going to be heading offworld soon. Hmm. Eh... 
(loudly) Hey! Excuse me? 

THUG: What? 

WATTO: You are one of Jabba's employees? 

THUG: r m an employee of the arena, which is owned by 
the great Jabba. What's it to you? 

WATTO: Oh, it's nothing personal, nothing personal at 
all. I just was, uh, wondering...if you would be interested in 
a, uh, freelance job...? 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-3 INTERIOR - PODRACE ARENA - POD 
GARAGE 

Sound: Ambient noises. Anakin grunts as Jar-Jar hugs 
him. 

ANAKIN: (laughing) Take it easy, Jar-Jar! 

JAR-JAR: Oh, yousa saved my life, Ani! My was gonna 
dry up in dis heat. But yousa freed me. Great job! 

ANAKIN: It was nothing. Now can you please let me 
down? 

EVERYONE: LAUGHS. 

ANAKIN: (another hug) Oof. Padme, not so tight! 

PADME: It's too bad you're still a little boy right now. I'd 
give you a great big kiss. 

ANAKIN: Wow!! Keep giving me that kind of incentive, 
and I'll grow up fast! 

PADME: We owe you everything. Now we can finish our 
journey to Coruscant. All because of you. 

SHMI: Here. She can't kiss you, but I can. 



Sound: Shmi kisses Ani on the cheek. 

ANAKIN: (another hug) Aww...Mom!! Enough of the 
hugs and kisses! 

SHMI: It's so wonderful, Ani. Do you have any idea what 
you've done here? You have brought hope to those who 
have none. Oh, I'm so very proud of you... 

ANAKIN: Just feeling this good was worth it. (beat) 
Come on, Artoo - let's see how bad that engine is. I've got 
other races to look forward to, after all. 

SHMI: All right. But don't be too long. 

ANAKIN: I won't be. Come on, Artoo! 

ARTOO: BEEPS AS IT MOVES OFF. 

Sound: Qui-Gon walks up. Anakin and Artoo chat about 
the Pod under next dialogue. 

PADME: Qui-Gon - there you are. Is Watto bringing the 
parts? 

QUI-GON: He's getting them right now. Be patient - I 
don't think he was expecting to actually part with them. 

JAR-JAR: Datsen an undersaying. 

QUI-GON: Once he's delivered the eopies with the parts 
loaded on, we'll be on our way. 

PADME: Shmi, we owe you our thanks too. You've raised 
a really special boy here. 

SHMI: r m glad he could help. As I said, he was clearly 
meant to help you. I only wish... for give me. You already 
know my wishes for Ani. 

PADME: What wishes? Did I miss something here? 

QUI-GON: Shmi was referring to Anakin's future. She 
believes he has the potential to be a Jedi Knight. And I 
agree. 

PADME: AJedi? Him? 

QUI-GON: Does it seem so hard to believe, Padme? 



PADME: No. No, it doesn't. Will we be taking him with 
us, then? 

SHMI: No. Qui-Gon says he won't be given the chance. 

QUI-GON: With his talents, Anakin's chances are better 
than most. 

SHMI: But you said he was too old now to become a 
Jedi. Didn't you? 

QUI-GON: Yes...I did say that... 

WATTO: (coming up) Hey! Qui-Gon! 

Sound: The snorting and clip-clops of the eopies, which 
come up and stop. 

WATTO: Here you go, two eopies loaded down with the 
parts you need. Surprised to see me? 

QUI-GON: Relieved, more like. 

WATTO: Oh, you thought I wouldn't deliver, huh? Never 
let it be said that ol' Watto skipped out on a bet! 

QUI-GON: The thought never entered my mind. Padme, 
Jar-Jar, check the parts, make sure we have them all. 

PADME: Right, (calls out) Come on, Artoo! We're about 
to go! 

ARTOO: BEEPS WHILE COMING UP. 

WATTO: You know, there aren't many who have bested 
me on a wager. Even Gardulla the Hutt once lost to me! 

QUI-GON: Did she? 

WATTO: That's how Anakin and his mother came into 
my care! You could say I saved them from an untimely end 
working for that huge Hutt, hmm? 

QUI-GON: That's an interesting way to put it. 

WATTO: Anakin is... well, he's like a son to me. It breaks 
my heart to think you might be taking him with you...you 
are taking him with you, aren't you? 

QUI-GON: That's up to him. I haven't asked him yet. 



WATTO: So he could still stay here, eh? Perhaps that 
would be for the best, eh? I mean, a child of his years, 
separated from his mother... 

QUI-GON: Then we're in agreement? That if he chooses 
to leave, his mother goes with him? 

WATTO: Well, yes, that's an opti—HEY!! OOOHHH...nice 
try! You can't use mind tricks, so you try to twist my words. 
Well, I'm not losing another slave today, fool! (moving off) 
Once you get your parts to your ship, drop the eopies and 
the grav sled back off at my shop! 

QUI-GON: (calling after him) Don't forget to have the 
papers and explosive detonator ready! (normal voice) Let's 
go. 

ANAKIN: (coming up) Hey, where are you going? 

PADME: Back to our ship. We have the parts now. 

ANAKIN: (suddenly heartbroken) Oh. So...I guess this is 
goodbye? 

QUI-GON: Not quite yet. I still have to attend to a few 
details. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

ANAKIN: Padrne...! won't forget you. 

PADME: (getting on the eopie) Promise? 

ANAKIN: Promise. 

PADME: I won't forget you either. 

Sound: Jar-Jar gets on an eopie under next dialogue. 

QUI-GON: r 11 return the Eopies by midday. 

ANAKIN: (dejected) See you later, then. 

JAR-JAR: Byebye!! 

Sound: Snort of an eopie, and the clip-clops. They fade 
off into the distance. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) 

SHMI: You knew they would leave. 

ANAKIN: I knew. I just...didn't think it'd be this soon. 



THREEPIO: Off they go. And after such a short visit! Tve 
never traveled through space, but from what that R2 unit 
told me, I don't believe I'd much enjoy it. Reassuring, isn't 
it? Knowing that we're not going anywhere? 

ANAKIN: (about to cry) Threepio...aw, forget it. Come 
on. Mom. Let's pack the Pod up, and go back home...back to 
the slave quarters... 

SCENE 7- 4 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA 

Sound: Desert noises. A beeping noise. 

DARTH MAUL: Update report. The probe droid at Mos 
Espa has detected two Force-sensitive signatures. One is off 
the charts - I can only assume it's the elder Jedi, Qui-Gon 
Jinn. The other is not as powerful, so it must be Obi-Wan 
Kenobi. That means the Queen's ship is relatively 
undefended. I have diverted the other two probe droids to 
search outside the area of Mos Espa for the Queen's ship. I 
will take further action then. 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-5 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - NABOO 
SPACECRAET - DAY 

Sound: The clip-clops and snorts of the Eopies, and the 
rolling treads of Artoo. The hum of the anti-grav sled. A 
slight desert wind. 

QUI-GON: Well, Padme. Something you couldn't see or 
touch helped us reach our goal. Do you believe in the 
unseen now? 

PADME: You're as much of a gambler as Watto. It was 
luck, pure and simple. 

QUI-GON: If you want to call it that. Luck is just another 
word for a force you can't explain. 

JAR-JAR: Heydey, Quiggon? 



QUI-GON: Yes? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa wonderin'...why dinn yousa just take da 
gen'rater away inda firstest, just clobber da Watto fella so 
wesa hurry up with da mishinn? 

QUI-GON: There is almost always a negative outcome 
when one employs violence to achieve an objective. Jar-Jar. 

PADME: Forgive me, but from what I saw. Podracing 
appeared excessively violent. 

QUI-GON: After seeing that Pod, I knew nothing would 
stop Anakin from entering that race. His needs coincided 
with ours. His victory gave us the parts we needed, but one 
of us gave him something too - a reason to win. 

PADME: One of us? What do you mean? 

QUI-GON: (amused) I suggest you consult a mirror, 
Padme. 

ARTOO: LAUGHING WHISTLE. 

JAR-JAR: (laughs) Yousa turning red, Padme! 

PADME: (flighty) It's just a suntan! 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

JAR-JAR: Dere's da ship! Ohhh, disn almost over! 

QUI-GON: Almost. 

JAR-JAR: Jus hope da Queen's ship makes nex stop onna 
world dat hazza lotta water! 

QUI-GON: Patience, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa eyeball Obi-One! (calling out) Hello... 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A GREETING. 

OBI-WAN: (coming up) There you are. I was getting 
worried. Captain - you and these men start unloading the 
eopies at once! 

PANAKA: (coming up) We're on it! Come on, men! 

Sound: Unloading noises and wild lines from the Naboo 
men under next dialogue. 

PADME: Here, Jar-Jar, let me help you off this beast... 



QUI-GON: Well, we have all the essential parts we need. 
I'm going back...some unfinished business. 

OBI-WAN: “Business"? 

QUI-GON: I won't be long. I have to return the eopies. 

OBI-WAN: Uh-huh. And that's all? 

QUI-GON: What other reason would there be? 

OBI-WAN: I know that look in your eyes. Master. Why do 
I sense we've picked up another pathetic life form...? 

QUI-GON: It's the boy who's responsible for getting 
those parts. The boy whose blood you ran that midichlorian 
test on last night. 

OBI-WAN: I...I see. 

QUI-GON: It'll be up to him if he's going with us. In 
either case, we take off in an hour. Get this hyperdrive 
generator installed. 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master. It shouldn't take long. 

QUI-GON: r 11 be back as quick as I can. Come on, beast, 
back to town. Pip pip! 

Sound: The Eopie snorts, and starts clip-clopping back 
to town along with its' twin. Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 7-6 INTERIOR WATTO'S SHOP - DAY 

Sound: Ambient junkshop noises. 

SEBULBA: You've got to get me new engines, Watto! I 
have another race coming up in a couple of weeks on 
Malastare! 

WATTO: Another losing race, huh Sebulba? Even if I had 
any engines to spare, which I don't. I'd hesitate selling them 
to a racer who cost me so...much... 

Sound: The doorbell, and Qui-Gon walks up. 

QUI-GON: Hello, Watto. 

SEBULBA: Get in line, human! I was here first! 



QUI-GON: (strange tone) Actually, I was here first, and 
you were going to wait outside until I was done. 

SEBULBA: That's right...you were here first... Til be 
right outside, waiting... 

Sound: Sebulba walks out. 

WATTO: What? How did you... 

QUI-GON: I 've returned your Eopies. Now I want the 
detonator to Anakin's bomb implant destroyed. Also any 
forms to assure his freedom. 

WATTO: I...it will take me some time to gather these 
items. 

QUI-GON: Well, go get them. Now. 

WATTO: (flying upwards) All right, all right. It's up here. 
Right around... 

QUI-GON: I should caution you, Watto...rm in no mood 
for any more games. 

WATTO: Games? Baw! I don't know what you're talking 
about. 

QUI-GON: Put that blaster back down on the counter, 
and take the detonator. 

WATTO: Wha...what makes you think I have a blaster up 
here, huh? 

QUI-GON: I don't need to see through objects to see the 
intentions in your mind. 

WATTO: (terrified) Are you really a Jedi? 

QUI-GON: Yes, I am. Come down from there and put the 
detonator on the table. I want to see you destroy it. I've 
already dealt with that group of thugs you had assembled at 
the city limits. 

WATTO: (flies down) All right, all right. I'm sorry I've 
acted so...rude. You're not going to hurt me, are you? 

QUI-GON: That depends. Are you going to see Shmi 
Skywalker is taken well care of? 



WATTO: Oh, oh, yes, of course! 

QUI-GON: Good. Then you won't have to see me again. 
Now, use that tool there and destroy the detonator. Or I 
will. 

WATTO: (whisper) All right. 

Sound: A loud sparking noise as Watto stabs the 
transmitter. 

WATTO: There. The boy is free, (regains a bit of his 
bluster) Good riddance to the both of you, for all I care! 

QUI-GON: Good. Now for one more detail, (calls out) 
You can come back in now, Sebulba. 

Sound: Sebulba walks in. The doorbell rings. 

QUI-GON: Now...I heard you're looking to buy a new 
Pod? 

SEBULBA: You heard right. Why, do you have a lead? 

QUI-GON: Even better. It happens that I own the Pod 
Anakin Skywalker used today. It's for sale, if you want it. 

SEBULBA: How much? 

WATTO: WHAT?!? I thought you were giving me the 
Pod!!! 

QUI-GON: I said I'd give you the Pod if I lost the bet on 
the race - which I didn't. Sebulba, I think 5,000 peggats 
should suffice. 

SEBULBA: Sold!! Here you go, human! 

Sound: He hands the money over to Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. Head to the slave quarters 
tonight, and ask for Shmi Skywalker. Tell her that Qui-Gon 
Jinn sent you. She'll take you to where I've stowed the Pod. 

SEBULBA: All right. 

QUI-GON: Watto...nice doing business with you. 

Sound: Sebulba (laughing) and Qui-Gon walk out. The 
doorbell dings again. 



WATTO: (a long beat. Then he SCREAMS HIS HEAD 
OFF.) 

Sound: Fade out on Watto's sobbing. 

SCENE 7- 7 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA 

Sound: Desert noises. The beeping again. 

DARTH MAUL: Status update. The Queen's ship has 
been located. The two Force-sensitive signatures are still in 
town. While the Queen is ripe for the taking, I find the 
opportunity to rid the galaxy of two more Jedi... irresistible. 
Therefore, I have one probe droid tracking the two 
signatures, while the second is watching outside town and 
the third has returned. When they leave Mos Espa, I shall 
ambush the Jedi and eliminate them both. That will no 
doubt terrify the Queen into surrendering to me without 
further struggle... 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-8 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - STREET - SLAVE 
QUARTERS - DAY 

Sound: Ambient Tatooine street noises. The shouting of 
several kids, as they toss off wild lines - 'Bust him up!' 
'Break his face!' and various other fight wild lines. A pair of 
footprints runs up. 

KITSTER: QUI-GON!! 

QUI-GON: What's going on over there, Kitster? 

KITSTER: (runs up, out of breath) Qui-Gon, you've gotta 
stop him - that Rodian said something to him, and Anakin 
just snapped - 

QUI-GON: Wald? 

KITSTER: No, not Wald. A teenager. Anakin is beating 
the everliving poodoo out of him - you've got to stop this - 

QUI-GON: I will. 



Sound: Qui-Gon runs into the fray, and the shouting gets 
closer The sound of hard punches becomes clear 

ANAKIN: (between punches) Take it back, you ugly 
green - 

QUI-GON: ANAKIN!! ENOUGH!! OFF OF HIM!! 

ANAKIN: (breathing hard) Q...Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: Anakin, what's this about? Why are you 
hurting this boy? 

ANAKIN: (hotly) He said I cheated!! He said there's no 
way a slave could've won anything!!! 

QUI-GON: Is that any reason to hurt another being? 
Because of something he said?!? 

ANAKIN: (beat, then a little calmer) He wouldn't take it 
back. 

QUI-GON: Did you? Cheat, I mean? 

ANAKIN: NO!! 

QUI-GON: Tell me, lad. Do you still think he cheated? 

RODIAN: (spits out a sentence in Rodian) 

QUI-GON: See? He still thinks you cheated. 

ANAKIN: What was I supposed to do? Just let him 
spread lies about me all over town? 

RODIAN: (spits out another long angry sentence in 
Rodian - the word "Sandpeople" should be there 
somewhere.) 

QUI-GON: Enough. Rodian, get out of here. The rest of 
you, disperse! The show's over! 

Sound: The Rodian gets up and trudges off. The kids 
groan, boo and walk off as well in different directions. 

KITSTER: Thanks, Qui-Gon. Ani, what came over you? 
It's like I was looking at another person there for a minute - 
someone scary! 

ANAKIN: I 'm sorry, Kitster. (sigh) I was in a bad mood to 
begin with. I guess I was just taking it out on him. If I 



weren't a slave, though, he wouldn't have said those things. 

QUI-GON: Well, Ani, you know the truth. You'll just have 
to tolerate his opinion, whether you agree with it or not. 
Fighting will not change it. Think you can do that? 

ANAKIN: I...I can try. But...what if that kid keeps lying? 
What if he makes people think I'm bad? 

QUI-GON: As I said, you must learn tolerance. You can 
also start setting an example. No more losing your temper. 

ANAKIN: (depressed) All right. 

QUI-GON: Don't look so glum. You're a good boy, with a 
bright future ahead of you. Come on, let's go back to your 
house. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Kitster, I'll see you later. 

KITSTER: Okay. See ya! 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin move off down the street. 

QUI-GON: What was that Rodian boy talking about, with 
the Sandpeople? 

ANAKIN: Something that happened a few weeks ago. 
Watto made me go out to Mochot Steep to trade with some 
Jawas for droids. On the way back, Threepio and me came 
across a Tusken Raider who'd been hurt in a landslide. I 
binded his wounds as best I could. That punk thought that 
was why the Sandpeople were out at the race today - 
because I'd helped that one. 

QUI-GON: Indeed? That was a very brave thing you did, 
Anakin. Tuskens are well known for their savagery. You 
weren't afraid of him? 

ANAKIN: No. Actually, that's the funny thing. When he 
woke up...he wouldn't speak to me. I had Threepio talk to 
him in his language, and the Raider told him to shut up. 

QUI-GON: The lengths to which he talks, I can see why. 

ANAKIN: Yeah, but...all he did was sit there, staring at 
me. And somehow, I realized that...he was afraid of me. He 



was crippled, I couldVe easily beaten his skull in. But I 
didn't. I let him go back to his tribe. 

QUI-GON: Is there anything you are afraid of? 

ANAKIN: No. 

QUI-GON: Really? 

ANAKIN: Urn... 

QUI-GON: It's all right. You can tell me. 

ANAKIN: Well...I'm ...afraid for Mom. 

QUI-GON: Why is that? 

ANAKIN: She's getting old, for one thing. She works on 
Watto's house, but any droid could handle that. I've been 
afraid Watto's gonna sell her, and I'll never see her again. 
That's why I built that Pod - I was going to win enough 
money to free her. (sigh) If anything happens to her... 

Sound: Qui-Gon hands a sack full of coins to Anakin. 
QUI-GON: Speaking of money...here. These are yours. 
We sold the Pod. To a rather surly and insistent Dug. 
ANAKIN: YESSS!!! 

Sound: The door to Anakin's hovel opens. 

SCENE 7-9 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - MAIN 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Hovel sounds. Anakin runs over to Shmi. 
ANAKIN: Mom, we sold the Pod. Look at all the money 
we have! 

Sound: Anakin empties the money bag onto a table. Lots 
of coins clink on the table. 

SHMI: Oh, my goodness! That's so wonderful, Ani! 
QUI-GON: And he's been freed. 

ANAKIN: What?!? 

QUI-GON: You're free, Ani. You're no longer a slave. 
ANAKIN: (a beat) WHOOHOO!!!! 

SHMI: Qui-Gon...words cannot express my gratitude... 



ANAKIN: Did you hear that. Mom? How'd that happen, 
Qui-Gon? Was that part of the prize, or what? 

QUI-GON: Let's just say Watto has learned an important 
lesson about gambling. 

SHMI: Now you can make your dreams come true, Ani. 
You're free, (beat) Will you take him with you? Is he to 
become a Jedi? 

QUI-GON: Yes. You were right, Shmi - our meeting was 
not a coincidence. Nothing happens by accident. Anakin... 

ANAKIN: I'm gonna be a Jedi?!? Mighty blasters - you 
mean I get to come with you in your starship and 
everything?! And have adventures? 

QUI-GON: You must listen to me, very carefully. You are 
strong with the Force, but you may not be accepted by the 
Council. Trainees are usually taken at the age of five or 
under - 

ANAKIN: (not hearing the last part) A Jedi! You said Tm 
gonna become a Jedi! Tm gonna get to use a lasersword, 
and fight bad guys, and save people - 

QUI-GON: (gently) Anakin, training to become a Jedi is 
not an easy challenge. It is not a nonstop adventure, as you 
seem to think. You'll have to give up many things that other 
people take for granted. You will spend years in the Jedi 
Temple in training. You'll be pushed to the very limits of 
your mind, body, and soul. 

ANAKIN: T m ready for anything - 

QUI-GON: And even if you succeed, it's a hard life. Your 
life will be in constant danger, as you protect and defend 
the peoples of the galaxy. And those people won't always be 
supportive and appreciative of your efforts. You won't 
receive any financial wealth for your deeds. 

ANAKIN: But I want to go! It's what I've always 
dreamed of doing. Can I go. Mom?! Please?!? 



SHMI: Anakin... this path has been placed before you. 
The choice is yours alone. 

ANAKIN: Tm going - 

SHMI: Anakin... Please. Take a moment. Consider what 
he's telling you. Think about this. Then decide. 

ANAKIN: (thoughtful beat) I want to do it. I really do. 

QUI-GON: Then pack your things. We haven't much 
time. 

ANAKIN: Yippee!! 

Sound: Anakin starts to run across the room...but 
suddenly stops. 

ANAKIN: Wait a minute...what about Mom? (Beat. No 
answer.) Is she free too? (Beat, then a little scared) You're 
coming, aren't you. Mom? 

QUI-GON: I tried to free your mother, Ani, but Watto 
wouldn't have it. Slaves give their owners status and 
prestige here. 

ANAKIN: But the money from selling... 

QUI-GON: It's not nearly enough. 

ANAKIN: (runs over to Shmi) But...you're coming with 
us, aren't you Mom? 

QUI-GON: No. She's not. 

ANAKIN: (stunned whisper) I can't leave her here... 

SHMI: (a little sad) Son, I always knew this day would 
come. My place is here. My future is here. It is time for you 
to let go...to let go of me. I cannot go with you. 

ANAKIN: But I can't just leave you here - still a slave, 
still at Watto's mercy!! The reason I wanted to race to begin 
with was to free you... 

SHMI: I took care of myself for all the years of my life 
before I had you, Anakin. I can do so again. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, this may be small consolation, but... 
even if she were freed, she still couldn't go with you. As I 



said, Jedi have to give up many things. Family is one of 
them. Once the training begins, no relatives are allowed 
anywhere near the learners. They can only see them again 
after they have become full-fledged Jedi Knights. And Tm 
afraid that won't be for many years in your case. 

SHMI: You see? Your life is going to change, and I would 
only stand in the way. 

ANAKIN: Then I want to stay with you. Mom. If that's 
the cost of being a Jedi, I don't want it. I don't want things 
to change. 

SHMI: (struggling not to cry) But you can't stop the 
change. Any more than you can stop the suns from setting. 
Ani...you have a gift. A great power you have only begun to 
use. You can use that power for such tremendous good in 
this galaxy. Your gifts would only be wasted here. You will 
be able to help so many. Listen to your feelings; Ani, you 
know what's right. 

ANAKIN: (a shaky deep breath, a beat) I'm going to 
miss you so much. Mom... 

Sound: Shmi hugs Anakin. 

SHMI: Oh, I love you, Ani...(breaks the hug) Now... 
hurry.... 

Sound: Anakin runs into another room. 

SHMI: Thank you. 

QUI-GON: r 11 watch after him. You have my word. 
Sebulba the Dug will be by your house tonight for the Pod. 
The money is for you alone. Make sure Watto doesn't find 
out about it. 

SHMI: He won't. 

QUI-GON: Hopefully, Watto will soon see fit to free you 
and sell the slave quarters to pay off his debts. You can use 
that money to start your life anew. 

SHMI: Again, thank you. 



QUI-GON: Will you be all right? Without Ani? 

SHMI: He was in my life for such a short time... but I 
feel good about this. He made the right choice. I could not 
be more proud of him. 

SCENE 7-10 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S HOVEL - SECOND 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Anakin quickly packs, stuffing items into a bag 
on his bed. 

ANAKIN: Let's see...clothes, tools, flares, water canteen, 
personal cooling unit...I don't really need any of this other 
stuff, not where I'm going...Oh, the snippet! Um...(snatches 
it up) there it is! Now for one last goodbye... 

Sound: Anakin activates Threepio. 

THREEPIO: Oh...oh...oh my. Hello, Master Anakin. 

Sound: Anakin continues to pack under dialogue. 

ANAKIN: Well, Threepio, I've been freed. And I'm going 
away in a starship. 

THREEPIO: Oh...I see. I fear I will not be coming along 
with you. 

ANAKIN: Nope. I made you for Mom anyway. Keep an 
eye on her for me, okay Threepio? Take care of her. 

THREEPIO: I will. Master Anakin, you are my maker, 
and I wish you well. However, I should prefer it if I were a 
little more...completed. 

ANAKIN: I' m sorry I wasn't able to finish you, 
Threepio...give you coverings and all... I'm going to miss 
working on you. You've been a great pal. I'll make sure 
Mom doesn't sell you or anything. 

Sound: Anakin zips up the bag. 

THREEPIO: Seiime?!? 

ANAKIN: Bye... 



Sound: Anakin picks up the bag and runs out of the 
room. 

THREEPIO: Oh my... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 7-11 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - SLAVE 
QUARTERS - DAY 

Sound: The door opens, and Anakin walks out. 

ANAKIN: Tm ready. 

QUI-GON: Then let's go. 

KITSTER: (coming up) Ani? Hey Ani! 

ANAKIN: Oh, no...hang on a minute... 

KITSTER: Ani, what are you all packed up for? Where 
are you goin'? 

ANAKIN: T m going away, Kitster. Tve been freed. 

KITSTER: (shocked beat) Wow. Free. Wh...where are 
you going? 

ANAKIN: To Coruscant. After that...I don't know. 

KITSTER: Do you have to go, Ani? I mean... can't you 
stay? You're a hero. The other kids, they're all talking about 
you - 

ANAKIN: I... I have to go. I'm sorry, Kitster. I know it's 
sudden... 

Sound: Anakin drops some coins in Kitster's hand. 

ANAKIN: Here. This is for you. Make sure Wald doesn't 
steal any of it. 

KITSTER: (beat) Well. 

ANAKIN: Well. 

Sound: Kitster hugs Anakin. 

KITSTER: (about to cry) Thanks for every moment 
you've been here. You'll always be my best friend. 

ANAKIN: I won't forget you, Kitster. Tell the others 
goodbye for me, will you? 



KITSTER: Sure. Good luck, Ani. 

QUI-GON: Come on, Ani. 

KITSTER: (running off) So long... 

ANAKIN: So long. 

Sound: Anakin and Qui-Gon start to walk off down the 
street But Ani comes to a stop. 

QUI-GON: (insistent) Ani, come on. 

Sound: Anakin runs the other way, into Shmi's arms. She 
hugs him tightly. 

SHMI: Oh, Ani... 

Sound: Shmi kisses Anakin on the cheek. 

ANAKIN: (starting to sob) I can't do it. Mom. I just can't 
do it... 

SHMI: Ani... remember when you climbed the great 
dune to chase the Banthas away so they wouldn't be shot... 
Remember how you collapsed several times, exhausted, 
thinking you couldn't do it? 

ANAKIN: I...I remember... 

SHMI: This is one of those times when you have to do 
something you don't think you can do. I know how strong 
you are. I know you can do this... 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Will I ever see you again? 

SHMI: What does your heart tell you? 

ANAKIN: I hope so...yes...I guess. 

SHMI: Then we will see each other again. 

ANAKIN: I will make you proud. Mom. I will become a 
Jedi Knight. And one day I will come back and free you. 
Mom...I promise. 

SHMI: No matter where you are, my love will be with 
you. Now be brave, and don't look back... 

ANAKIN: I love you so much... 

SHMI: (whisper) Don't look back... 



Sound: A beat. Then Anakin slowly starts walking 
toward Qui-Gon. The music fills and builds to an emotional 
crescendo, then fades. 

SCENE 7-12 EXTERIOR MOS ESPA - STREET - ERUIT 
STAND - DAY 

Sound: Ambient street noises. The wail of a desert song. 
Qui-Gon and Anakin walk along. 

QUI-GON: I think that was one of the bravest things Tve 
ever seen, Ani. 

ANAKIN: (quiet) Thanks. 

QUI-GON: I know it hurts. It will for a while. But once 
you see what you've gained in return, you'll understand 
why this had to happen. 

ANAKIN: Was it as hard for you? When you left your 
parents? 

QUI-GON: I never knew them. I was given to the Jedi as 
a baby. 

ANAKIN: You mean...you were kidnapped? 

QUI-GON: No, not like that. My parents willingly gave 
me away, once they learned of my gift. The Jedi never force 
families apart. 

ANAKIN: I hope Master Watto isn't too mad. 

QUI-GON: You don't have to call him "Master" anymore. 
He disabled the explosive chip detonator right in front of 
me. We'll have your chip surgically removed once we get 
the chance. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. Hey - there's Jira's stand up ahead. 
I've gotta say goodbye to her, Qui-Gon, I've got to. 

QUI-GON: (deep breath) All right, but make it fast. I fear 
I've tarried here too long already. 

Sound: Anakin runs over to Jira. 



JIRA: Oh, Ani! The great Podracer champion! Pick any 
fruit you want, son, it's on the house! 

ANAKIN: No, I don't need any (deep breath) I've been 
freed, Jira. I'm going away 

JIRA: (astonished) You are? Ohhh... 

ANAKIN: Yeah. Here... 

Sound: He puts some coins in Jira's hands. 

ANAKIN: Buy yourself a cooling unit with this... 
Otherwise I'll worry about you. 

JIRA: I...I don't know what to say. Can I give you a hug? 

ANAKIN: Sure. 

Sound: She gives him a hug. 

JIRA: Oh, I'll miss you Ani. You're the kindest boy in the 
galaxy. You be careful... 

ANAKIN: I will, (moves off a few steps) Oh - one other 
thing. There's an old spacer at the Blue Brubb, answers to 
the name of Captain C.J. Thape. Tell him I made it, will you? 

JIRA: All right. You take care now! 

ANAKIN: Okay, I will. Bye... 

JIRA: Goodbye... (sigh) 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin set off again. The probe 
droid can be heard in the distance, slowly coming closer. 

ANAKIN: So what are the Jedi like? Where do they live? 

QUI-GON: They live in a Temple on Coruscant. A 
beautiful building. There are about 10,000 Jedi. The twelve 
most powerful Jedi Masters form the High Council. You'll 
meet them first. They'll administer some tests to see if you 
can be a Jedi. 

ANAKIN: What kind of tests? 

QUI-GON: Nothing too rough. I don't think you'll have 
any trouble passing. 

ANAKIN: You said it'll take years to become a Jedi 
Knight. How many years, exactly? 



QUI-GON: It's hard to say. As I said, most trainees begin 
learning at birth. They become apprentices to the Masters 
around age thirteen. My own apprentice, Obi-Wan Kenobi, 
is twenty-five and still has yet to be knighted. In your... 
case... 

Sound: The probe droid is coming very close now. 

ANAKIN: What is it? 

QUI-GON: (whisper) I sense something. Nearby. We're 
being watched. 

ANAKIN: Where? I don't see anything. 

QUI-GON: (tense) It's right behind us. No - don't look. 
It's mechanical, and it means us harm... 

ANAKIN: You're scaring me - 

Sound: Qui-Gon's lightsaber suddenly ignites as the 
probe droid fires blaster shots at it. 

QUI-GON: ANAKIN, DUCK!! 

Sound: Qui-Gon blocks a few more shots, and then cuts 
the probe droid down with a mighty swing. 

QUI-GON: Get up. It's all right - I've disabled it. 

ANAKIN: What is that thing?? Looks like a ball - with a 
camera eye and an antenna? 

QUI-GON: And a built-in blaster. Probe droid. Very 
unusual... not like anything I've seen before. Come on. 

ANAKIN: What's going on here? 

QUI-GON: The Federation's caught up to us. Faster than 
I thought they would. Hurry! 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Anakin start running. 

ANAKIN: Federation? What's that?? 

QUI-GON: Never mind that now!! Run!! 

Sound: Fade out. 


SCENE 7-13 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA - 
DAY 



Sound: Desert noises. The probe droid comes up and 
chatters in electronic language to Maul. A beeping. 

MAUL: Update report. The probe droid in Mos Espa has 
been destroyed. My second droid has spotted the two 
Force-sensitives leaving the city. I have recalled the 
remaining probe droid back to the ship. 

Sound: A hissing ''deploying" sound from the Infiltrator. 

MAUL: I am deploying a speeder bike and intend to 
attack the Jedi just before they reach the ship. I estimate it 
will take ten minutes to get there. I expect to have the 
Queen in my custody in fifteen. End report. 

Sound: A beeping. The speeder bike roars to life, and 
then buzzes away into the distance. 

SCENE 7-14 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT - 
NABOO SPACECRAET - DAY 

Sound: Desert noises. 

ANAKIN: (breathing hard) Is that your ship up ahead? 

QUI-GON: Yes! 

ANAKIN: Master Qui-Gon, sir, wait! Tm tired! 

QUI-GON: No, Ani, we can't wait!! Keep running! 

Sound: The speeder bike buzzes toward the two at high 
speed. 

QUI-GON: ANAKIN, DROP!!! 

Sound: The speeder bike shoots right over the ducking 
Anakin's head. Qui-Gon ignites his lightsaber. 

QUI-GON: Who are you?? 

MAUL: SNARL. 

Sound: Darth Maul leaps off the speeder bike, igniting 
his lightsaber in mid-air. A fierce lightsaber duel begins. 

ANAKIN: (pulling himself up) What...he has a 
lasersword too?!? 



QUI-GON: Ani, get to the ship! Tell them to take off! Go!! 
GO!!! 

ANAKIN: (panicking) Okay!! 

Sound: Anakin runs as fast as he can, and the lightsaber 
noises recede into the distance. He bounds up the ship's 
metal ramp. 

SCENE 7-15 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
HALLWAY 

Sound: Transition to spacecraft interior. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A GREETING. 

PADME: Anakin! 

ANAKIN: (gasping for breath) Qui-Gon... in trouble... 
says take off...now!! 

PANAKA: Who are you? 

PADME: (running with Anakin to the cockpit) He's a 
friend. Hurry Captain! 

SCENE 7-16 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Cockpit noises. 

RIC OLIE: Hyperdrive's working...shield generator's 
running. 

OBI-WAN: We're ready to go. 

Sound: A door hisses open, and Panaka, Padme and 
Anakin run in. 

PANAKA: Qui-Gon is in trouble, he says to take off! 
OBI-WAN: What?!? Where is he?!? 

ANAKIN: He's outside the ship - about a half-mile off! 
RIC OLIE: I don't see anything... 

OBI-WAN: Wait, I see him! Over there! He's dueling 
with somebody! 

PANAKA: And not doing too good from the looks of it. 



OBI-WAN: Ric, start the engines! Get us in the air and 
over there! NOW!! Fly low!! 

Sound: Ric scrambles at the controls. 

RIC OLIE: All right. Repulsorlifts to full! 

Sound: The engines come alive, and the ship lifts off the 
ground and hovers. 

OBI-WAN: Panaka, give me a visual on the ship's ramp! 

Sound: A monitor comes to life. 

PANAKA: Here you go! 

OBI-WAN: Ric, fly as close as you can to them. About 
twenty feet up. 

RIC OLIE: Is he gonna be able to jump that high? 

OBI-WAN: He will. 

ANAKIN: C'mon, Qui-Gon... 

Sound: On the monitor, Qui-Gon grunts as he hits the 
ramp. 

RIC OLIE: He's on the ramp - 

Sound: A second hit on the ramp. 

RIC OLIE: - and so's our new friend! 

OBI-WAN: r m heading to the ramp! 

RIC OLIE: No, wait! He's dangling off the edge! If Qui- 
Gon can move fast enough - 

Sound: On the monitor, Qui-Gon swings down with his 
lightsaber. 

MAUL: (on the monitor) HOWLS AS HE DROPS OFF 
THE RAMP. 

RIC OLIE: He's off the ramp! Qui-Gon's aboard! 

PANAKA: Raise the ramp! Engines to full! Let's get out 
of here! 

OBI-WAN: I'll be in the back! 

Sound: The door opens and Obi-Wan runs out. 

ANAKIN: I'm with him! 



Sound: Anakin runs after Obi-Wan, and the door closes. 
The engines roar to full. 

SCENE 7-17 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
HALLWAY 

Sound: Hallway noises. Qui-Gon staggers into the 
corridor and collapses, his lightsaber extinguishing. 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN ALARM. 

QUI-GON: (exhausted) Lll be...all right...Artoo... 

Sound: A door opens, and Obi-Wan and Anakin run in. 

ANAKIN: Are you all right? 

QUI-GON: (regaining his breath) I think so... just 
winded. That was... a surprise I won't soon forget. 

OBI-WAN: What was it? 

QUI-GON: Tm not sure. It looked like an Iridonian 
Zabrak. But its face... was tattooed in... red and black. It 
looked...demonic. And the eyes...a burning yellow. If I 
weren't a Jedk I think I'd have been terrified. 

ANAKIN: Did you kill it? 

QUI-GON: It let go of the ramp before I could strike it. 
I'm pretty sure it survived the fall. 

OBI-WAN: Do you have any idea who he could be? 

QUI-GON: No, no idea at all. But it was well trained in 
the Jedi arts. Very well trained. We shall have to check the 
records when we return to Coruscant. A rogue Jedi like that 
has to be dealt with, (quieter) If he is a Jedi. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES WITH WORRY. 

OBI-WAN: Why did he attack? Did he say? 

QUI-GON: No, he never said a word. My guess is it was 
after the Queen... 

ANAKIN: Do you think he'll follow us? 

QUI-GON: We'll be safe enough once we're in 
hyperspace, but I have no doubt it knows our destination. If 



it found us once, it can find us again. 

ANAKIN: What are we going to do about it? 

OBI-WAN: What do you mean, 'we'? Who are you? 
QUI-GON: We should be patient. Anakin Skywalker, 
meet Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

ANAKIN: Hi. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: You're a Jedi too? Pleased to meet you. 
OBI-WAN: (can't help the smile) Pleased to meet you 
too! 

QUI-GON: (chuckles) 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon told me about you. You're his 
apprentice, right? 

OBI-WAN: That's right. 

ANAKIN: Cool! Qui-Gon says I'm gonna be a Jedi! 
OBI-WAN: (beat) Is that right...? 

QUI-GON: (pulling himself up) Come on. We should be in 
space by now. Let's go make sure the hyperdrive works. 
Sound: The three walks to the door, which opens. 

SCENE 7-18 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET 
COCKPIT - SPACE 

Sound: Cockpit noises. The door opens, and Qui-Gon, 
Obi-Wan and Anakin walk in. 

PADME: Are you all right? 

QUI-GON: I will be, once we're away from this world. 
Are we being pursued? 

PANAKA: Not yet. We'll be in hyperspace before any 
ship can get a bead on us. I can't understand it. How did 
they track us down? We never replied to that 
transmission... 

QUI-GON: They already knew we were on this planet. 
The message was just to pin down our exact location. 



PADME: And how did they find out we were here to 
begin with? 

QUI-GON: (sigh) I wish I knew 

RIC OLIE: We're ready. Course is laid in, hyperdrive is 
running. 

QUI-GON: Then let's hope Watto doesn't get the last 
laugh... 

RIC OLIE: Engaging....now! 

Sound: The engine pitch rises and rises as the 
hyperdrive cuts in, ending with a tremendous thunderclap. 

SCENE 7-19 EXTERIOR TATOOINE - DESERT MESA / 
SITH INEILTRATOR - DUSK 

Sound: The trudging of footsteps in the sands, and the 
raspy breath of Darth Maul. He staggers up the metal ramp 
of the Infiltrator, and the sounds shift to interior spacecraft 
sounds. 

MAUL: (catching his breath) Computer, close ramp. 

Sound: The ramp closes. After crashing into a chair. 
Maul presses a few buttons, and a holoimage appears. 

MAUL: (still catching his breath) Master... 

SIDIOUS: (on holoimage) Lord Maul. I have heard your 
status reports. Do you have the Queen? 

MAUL: No. I failed. 

SIDIOUS: (pause) How? 

MAUL: My desire to destroy the Jedi overwhelmed me. I 
underestimated their abilities. 

SIDIOUS: Are the Jedi still alive? 

MAUL: Yes. They are with the Queen. They have left 
Tatooine in their ship. 

SIDIOUS: (angry) You mean the Jedi are now aware of 
our role in this?!? 

MAUL: Yes. 



SIDIOUS: (chilling whisper) You... inept... ere tin. We have 
managed, with tremendous difficulty, to keep the Jedi from 
knowing that there are still Sith in this galaxy. It has been 
this way for nearly a millennium. And now you, with your 
stupid lust to spill Jedi blood, have ruined all of that. 

MAUL: Yes. 

SIDIOUS: At least you're honest. That's one thing I did 
right in your training, at least. 

MAUL: What do I do now? 

SIDIOUS: (lets out a breath) Return to Coruscant. I'll 
expect a full report when you arrive. Maul...I am very 
disappointed in you. 

Sound: The holoimage fades away. 

MAUL: So am I. 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 7-20 INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE 
ROOM - THEED - NIGHT 

Sound: Night noises mixed with throne room noises. The 
clicking of the legs of Nute's metal chair along the floor, 
along with the metal clip-clops of the battle droids. 

BIBBLE: (tired) Why did you bring me here in the dead 
of night? Just to watch you sit on that monstrous-looking 
walking chair? 

NUTE: I want you to know that I am aware of the 
underground resistance movement you have started. 

BIBBLE: I didn't start it. I didn't have to. The people will 
only take your oppression for so long before fighting back. 

NUTE: They will be dealt with, of course. My droid army 
will make short work of them. 

BIBBLE: We shall see. 

NUTE: The people, I understand, still refuse to work. We 
deny them food and water, and they still sit on the ground. 



We shoot them, and still they resist. When are you going to 
give up this pointless strike? 

BIBBLE: I will give up the strike. Viceroy, when the 
Queen returns and removes the Federation from this world. 

NUTE: Your Queen is lost. Your people are starving! You 
are waiting for a miracle that will not happen. 

BIBBLE: We will not be intimidated into serving you. 
Not even at the cost of innocent lives. 

NUTE: Not even your own? You, Governor, are going to 
die much sooner than your people. I'm afraid. 

BIBBLE: Yes, I heard you've executed most of the Royal 
Council. Hela Brandes, Lufta Shif ...do you honestly expect 
the Senate to condone this behavior? And now you build 
ionization chambers in the camps - 

NUTE: (momentarily thrown) I...I am doing what it takes 
to motivate the people. 

BIBBLE: (hoarse whisper) By herding men, women and 
children into the chambers by the hundreds every hour and 
vaporizing them?! ? 

NUTE: (an even longer beat, then whisper) If I were 
you, rd ask the resistance leaders to surrender, and ask the 
people to get back to work. It might be their only chance... 
and yours. 

BIBBLE: I will not. This invasion will gain you nothing. 
We're a democracy. The people have decided... They will not 
live under your tyranny. 

NUTE: Then they will not live, and neither will you. 
Guard, take him away. 

BATTLE DROID: Move, prisoner. Back to Camp Four. 

BIBBLE: (as he's forced off) Tell me. Viceroy - what will 
happen when we're all dead? What will you tell the Senate 
then...71? 




NUTE: (whisper, regretful) Ionization chambers... 
hundreds vaporized every hour...what have I done? 

Sound: OOM-9 marches up. 

NUTE: (fake calm) Er...yes, Commander OOM-9? 

OOM-9: My troops are in position to begin searching the 
swamps for these rumored underwater villages. We have 
offloaded submersible attack vehicles from the battleships. 
They will not stay hidden for long. 

NUTE: Ahh...so the "Goongans" do exist. I had 
wondered why this supposedly pacifist world had such a 
strong law enforcement militia. What is the computer's 
assessment of them? 

OOM-9: Martial in nature. Known weapons technology - 
spears, slings, catapults. They appear to rely on plasma 
energy for explosives. The computer does not consider 
them a serious threat - they can be defeated with sufficient 
numbers. Estimate total loss of two percent of troops in 
defeating primitives. 

NUTE: That is not so bad. What will you do with these 
"Goongans", if you find them? 

OOM-9: We will execute them all. 

NUTE: (beat) I see. Dismissed. 

Sound: OOM-9 marches off. 

NUTE: (whisper to himself) What have I done...? 

NARRATOR: One backstabbed and connived his way to 
the head of the Trade Federation; the other underwent 
grueling decades of training in the Dark Side of the Force. 
But Nute Gunray and Darth Maul are merely pawns in 
someone else's game. And as the Royal Starship races 
toward Coruscant, a deadly new gambit in that game is 
about to begin. Darth Sidious has spent his entire life to 
move all the pieces into position. The next move...is his. 

Music: End Theme. 



NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS 



CHAPTER EIGHT: 

"THE POLITICS OF BETRAYAL" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Jar-Jar Binks Artoo Detoo 

Anakin Sky walker Camera Droids 

Qui-Gon Jinn Senate Assembly 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 

The Dark Man 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Ric Olie 

Captain Gordon Panaka 
Coruscant Traffic Controller 
Chancellor Finis Valorum 
Sabe 

Senator Augustus Palpatine 

Mace Windu 

Yoda 

Adi Gallia 

Ki-Adi Mundi 

Plo Koon 

Darth Maul 

Darth Sidious 

Boss Nass 



Captain Tarpals 
Air Taxi Driver 
Naboo Guard 
Rabe 
Eirtae 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 
Lieutenant Rune Haako 
Senator Lott Dod 
Yane 

Senator Ainlee Teem 
Vice Chancellor Mas Amedda 
Senator Bail Antilles 
Sei Taria 

ANNOUNCER: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based 
on the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Eight. 'The 
Politics of Betrayal." 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Manipulating the divided 
Galactic Senate and the greedy Trade Federation, the 
enigmatic Darth Sidious has conquered the peaceful world 
of Naboo and is carrying out a genocidal massacre of the 
planet's populace. Running for her life, Naboo's ruler. 
Queen Amidala, is en route to the Republic's capitol world 
of Coruscant, where she prays she will be able to convince 
the Senate to send help. At the same time, the newly freed 
Anakin Skywalker faces an uncertain reception at the Jedi 
Temple, where it is hoped he will begin training to become 
a Jedi Knight. And he is only just starting to learn the full 
extent of the difficulties facing him... 



SCENE 8-1 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - MAIN 
AREA 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Jar-Jar clumsily 
imitates the marching of the battle droids. 

JAR-JAR: (fading in) ...so da maccanek sez 

"Wogerwoger! Shootin' da Jedi and da Gungan!" And Obi- 
One and Quiggon startsa waving deysa lightsticks around, 
making maccaneks fall apart, so da Queen and my could get 
into da ship! And datsa how we left Naboo. 

ANAKIN: (laughs) That's a great story, Jar-Jar. Tm sorry 
I wasn't there for the orbital battle. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, yousa miss nuttin. It wasa lotsa shakin' 
and boomin', and my berry skeered, and messin' up da 
droid, and den Artoo save da day by fixin' da ship. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES NOT-SO-MODESTLY. 

ANAKIN: I wonder what Mom would think of all this. I 
wish she was here... 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa sorry yousa had to leave her. 

ANAKIN: I'm sorry too. (beat) So you think the Senate 
will be able to help your world, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: My no know. My never met da Senate. My tink 
da Queen no has, eder. 

Sound: A door opens. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan walk in. 

QUI-GON: (coming up) How are you all doing? 

JAR-JAR: Wesa all okeyday. My been tellin' Ani about da 
trubbles on Naboo. 

ARTOO: "WOO. " 

OBI-WAN: Well, you needn't worry about that now, 
Anakin. When we land, you'll be going to the Jedi Temple for 
testing, while the Queen and her group continues on to the 
Senate. With any luck, she'll persuade them to help her. 

ANAKIN: How long will the testing take? 



QUI-GON: Not long. A few hours. Me and Obi-Wan will 
have some other things to take care of first, though, so you 
will have to wait a while. 

ANAKIN: If T m accepted, will I start training 
immediately? 

OBI-WAN: Yes. You'll be in training round the clock, 
since you have so much to catch up on. Not just the ways of 
the Force, but basic education. Can you read or write? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. And Fm pretty good with numbers, too. 
My mom's taught me everything she knows. And I'm very 
good at technical stuff. 

QUI-GON: That's good. But you'll also need grounding in 
galactic history, advanced mathematics, planetary cultures. 
We'll have time to work out a curriculum once the testing is 
complete. 

OBI-WAN: It's getting late. You'll need plenty of rest for 
what you'll be facing tomorrow. Has anyone worked out 
sleeping arrangements yet? 

JAR-JAR: My can sleep here in dis chair. Disn cozy. 

ANAKIN: Does this ship even have bedrooms? 

QUI-GON: The Queen's chambers, and crew quarters on 
the lower deck. But all the crew will be sleeping there. Me 
and Obi-Wan will be in sleeping bags in the forward hold. 

ANAKIN: If you've got a spare sleeping bag, I can sleep 
out here in the main hold. 

OBI-WAN: I'll ask Captain Panaka for one. Oh - Qui- 
Gon, can you look at something in the forward hold with 
me? I think the thrust relays are acting up. 

QUI-GON: (beat) Sure, I'll have a look. If you'll excuse 
us? 

JAR-JAR: Sure. 

ANAKIN: See you later. 



Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan walk out of the room. 
Transition to forward hold. 

SCENE 8-2 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - 
EORWARD HOLD 

Sound: Same ambient spacecraft noises. The door closes 
and seals. 

QUI-GON: Let me guess. This is about Anakin? 

OBI-WAN: I admit being able to win a Podrace is a 
considerable feat. He does seem to be very bright and kind. 
And he does seem to have some strength in the Force - 

QUI-GON: Mm-hmm. 

OBI-WAN: - but the Jedi Code is crystal clear on 
matters like this. He is at least four years too old to be 
accepted for training. I can tell he's already missing his 
mother. I don't see what you hope to accomplish by having 
him tested. 

QUI-GON: Possibly more than even I could hope, Obi- 
Wan. 

OBI-WAN: What's that supposed to mean? 

QUI-GON: The Force brought me to Anakin...and him to 
me. He has a very special destiny ahead of him. 

OBI-WAN: If it's enough to have you paying attention to 
the Unifying Force, it must be special indeed. Care to let me 
in on it. Master? 

QUI-GON: (beat) Tell me, Obi-Wan. When you think 
about the galaxy, what do you see? 

OBI-WAN: You're avoiding the question. 

QUI-GON: Humor me here, please. Honestly. What do 
you think of our galaxy? 

OBI-WAN: (thoughtful) A massive Republic, that spans 
nearly three-fourths of the galaxy. A stable galactic 
civilization that has lasted for twenty-five thousand years - 



QUI-GON: Stable? Then how can you explain a galactic 
debt of around ten quadrillion dataries as of last year? How 
do you explain the increasing problem with pirates on the 
intergalactic trade routes? What of the rising cost of living, 
or the growing hate movements against non-humanoids? 

OBI-WAN: Master, there are always problems in any 
society - 

QUI-GON: Not like this. The last time the galactic 
economy was in the red was almost ten thousand years ago. 
Ten thousand. That's the number of Jedi that exist in our 
galaxy today. Ten thousand, when we numbered a hundred 
thousand as recently as four centuries ago. 

OBI-WAN: Master, what's come over you? 

QUI-GON: I 've had...no. I want to say I've had a vision, 
but...the image has been in front of me all my life. And I'm 
just now starting to recognize the patterns. 

OBI-WAN: You're confusing me... 

QUI-GON: Over the last century, graft, bribery, and 
scandal have risen sharply in the Senate. The debt has 
quadrupled over the last thirty years. The Republic military 
is little more than a ceremonial token force - we had much 
more trouble in the Stark Hyperspace War a decade ago 
than we should have had. Everywhere I look, I see the 
institutions that everyone else takes for granted breaking 
down...decaying right in front of my eyes. And now a black- 
clad warrior with a lightsaber comes out of nowhere and 
nearly kills me. 

OBI-WAN: You're saying it's all connected? That this 
warrior is at the root of it all? 

QUI-GON: No. That warrior, even if he's the kind of 
person I think he might be, is just a symptom of an even 
larger problem. Have you tried looking into the future 
lately? To immerse yourself in the Unifying Force? 



OBI-WAN: Not lately, no. 

QUI-GON: I did, this morning. The future is murky and 
clouded, Obi-Wan. And darkness waited on the horizon, 
blocking the events of the far future from my sight. And 
what little I could see was conflict, tragedy, bloodshed. 
Everything in the galaxy, Obi-Wan - everything - was out of 
balance. The Force itself was losing its' balance! 

OBI-WAN: Wait a minute. You're not talking about - th- 
that boy?!? He could - 

QUI-GON: Yes. (whisper) Yes. I think... he could be the 
one. 

OBI-WAN: (long beat) Master...! don't know what to say. 
I love and respect you as I would a father, but...have you 
gone mad?!? 

QUI-GON: Possibly. But if so, the Force shares the same 
madness. 

OBI-WAN: The prophecy. You actually think that boy has 
something to do with the prophecy. That's...ludicrous! 

QUI-GON: Is it? You analyzed his midichlorian count 
yourself. 

OBI-WAN: The results could have been false. I was 
working with a computer on a battle-damaged ship! 

QUI-GON: And his mother? She claims no man sired her 
child. 

OBI-WAN: I find that very hard to believe. She must 
have been raped years ago, and was so traumatized that 
she blocked the memory from her mind. That, or she simply 
lied to you. 

QUI-GON: She didn't. 

OBI-WAN: You're going to be humiliated if you bring 
this up to the Council. Getting them to accept the boy will 
be hard enough as it is. Mention the prophecy and they'll 
likely reject the boy sight unseen. 



QUI-GON: They know me to be impulsive, but not 
completely reckless. They know I would not make this claim 
unless I was certain I was right. They will give Anakin a fair 
hearing. 

OBI-WAN: But the Code - 

QUI-GON: The Code is merely a set of rules. And rules 
are - 

OBI-WAN: - made to be broken? 

QUI-GON: (beat) No. But neither are they to be followed 
blindly. 

OBI-WAN: (beat) Who would train him if he were 
accepted? Ki-Adi-Mundi? He's the only Jedi on the Council 
who hasn't taken an apprentice yet. 

QUI-GON: We shall see when the time comes. 

OBI-WAN: He'd have to receive basic training by Master 
Yoda before they could even consider assigning him a 
master. I doubt Yoda would accept a student this old - he 
prefers training the very young... 

QUI-GON: One thing at a time, Obi-Wan. One thing at a 
time. I suggest we pull out our sleeping bags - we need our 
rest too. 

Sound: Fade out 

SCENE 8-2a ANAKIN'S DREAM 

Sound: The dream sounds from Chapter 1. 

DARK MAN: (echoing) The journey has begun, Anakin. 
The journey to me. 

ANAKIN: (echoing) Why do you still bother me?? I'm 
free now! 

DARK MAN: (echoing) No you're not. You've simply 
switched masters. And your mother is now all alone on 
Tatooine, and you can't help her... 

ANAKIN: (echoing) SHUT UP!!! SHUT UP!!! 



SCENE 8-3 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - MAIN 
AREA - NIGHT 

ANAKIN: (SNAPS AWAKE, GASPING. HE GULPS AND 
SLOWS HIS BREATH DOWN.) 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises - but toned down, to 
indicate nighttime. Jar-Jar snores and gibbers quietly to 
himself in a squeaking chair A door opens, and some soft 
footsteps come up. Some buttons are pressed, and a 
holographic image buzzes into life. 

BIBBLE: (on the holographic recording) Your Highness, 
the situation here is out of control...they're working the 
people like animals... they say they'll cut off all food supplies 
until you return...the death toll is catastrophic...They know 
your ship is damaged, and they want you to return to 
Naboo and surrender, or they'll start executing our people - 
thousands every hour! We must bow to their wishes. Your 
Highness...Please tell us what to do! If you can hear me. 
Your Highness, you must contact me... 

Sound: The holographic image derezzes out of existence. 

PADME: (softly sobs) 

ANAKIN: (quietly) Padme, I'm so sorry... 

PADME: (surprised, voice shaking) Anakin? 

ANAKIN: I watched that thing earlier. I wish I'd been 
there. I wish I were already a Jedi. I could have helped save 
your Queen and your people. 

PADME: There were two Jedi there, and there was little 
they could do. (sniffs) It's so unfair... 

ANAKIN: (shivering) You think the Senate'll help? 

PADME: Gods, I hope so. If they don't...!...I can't think 
about that. Not without going mad. Why are you still up? 

ANAKIN: I couldn't sleep. 

PADME: This has all been so much for you, hasn't it? 
From a slave boy to a podrace champion to a Jedi candidate 



all in one day. 

ANAKIN: Could be worse. I could be the Queen. 

PADME: (sniffs again, chuckles) No, you couldn't. You 
wouldn't look as good in a dress. 

ANAKIN: (chuckles, teeth chatters) 

PADME: You all right? 

ANAKIN: It's very cold. Must be the life support or 
some thing... I've been cold since I left Tatooine. 

Sound: Padme walks over. 

PADME: Here. Put this blanket over you. This'll warm 
you up. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 

PADME: You come from a very warm planet, Ani. A little 
too warm for my taste. To me, cold is comfortable, (beat) 
When you think about it, space is cold. Cold and 
unforgiving. 

ANAKIN: You seem sad. 

PADME: That's the understatement of the year, 
(chuckles, then serious) I'm worried, Ani. The Queen is 
worried. Her people are suffering, dying. She must 
convince the Senate to intervene, or...I'm not sure what'll 
happen. 

ANAKIN: I'm...I'm not sure what's going to happen to 
me either. I dunno if I'll ever see you again. 

PADME: You might. Anything's possible. 

ANAKIN: Here... 

Sound: He gives something to Padme. 

ANAKIN: I made this for you. So you'd remember me. 

PADME: A necklace? With a... pendant. Carved? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. Made it this morning out in the 
back of my house, where you found me. I carved it out of a 
japor snippet. It'll bring you good fortune. 



PADME: I Ve already got a necklace - my father gave it 
to me when I moved to Theed. 

ANAKIN: You don't like it, huh? 

PADME: No, no, I love it! It's beautiful, but I don't need 
this to remember you by How could I forget my future 
husband? (giggles, then more serious) Many things will 
change when we reach the capitol, Ani. My caring for you 
will remain. 

ANAKIN: (about to cry) I care for you too. Only I...I... 

PADME: .. .miss your mother. 

ANAKIN: (voice shaking) yes. 

Sound: Padme hugs him. 

PADME: (softly) You were very brave to leave her, Ani. 
But your life is moving forward now. When we go forward, 
we miss the things we leave behind. That's what makes our 
hearts so full. 

ANAKIN: T m gonna miss you too... 

PADME: And I'll miss you... 

Sound: Music up for transition into Coruscant Theme. 

SCENE 8-4 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAFT - 
COCKPIT - MORNING 

Sound: The ambient sounds are back up to normal 
volume. The hyperdrive pitches down as the ship 
decelerates. 

RIC OLIE: We're secure from hyperspace. 

PANAKA: There's Coruscant - finally. 

Sound: Beeping noise from the console. 

RIC OLIE: Coruscant traffic control, this is the Naboo 
royal yacht Zenda's Dream, calling Coruscant traffic 
control, over. 

Sound: A second or two of static from the speakers. 



TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Roger, Zenda's Dream, this is 
Coruscant Traffic Control, over. 

RIC OLIE: I am carrying Queen Amidala and her 
entourage. I need landing clearance at the closest available 
landing platform to the Galactic Senate Building, over. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Request acknowledged. Hold 
parking orbit while we try to find an available landing slot. 
Deactivate deflector shields and come to orbit-maintenance 
speed, over. 

PANAKA: Negative on lowering shields. Traffic Control. 
We have reason to fear possible attack. We are registered 
as an unarmed diplomatic vessel, over. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (frustrated sigh) Stand by. 
We are sending up two Z-95 Headhunters to conduct close 
sensor sweep to confirm your diplomatic status, over. 

Sound: The speakers go off, as the cockpit door 
whooshes open. 

RIC OLIE: I knew we should have called ahead. 

QUI-GON: And increased our chances of the wrong kind 
of welcome party. Good morning. Captain. 

PANAKA: Good morning, Jedi. 

QUI-GON: Why are we still in orbit? 

RIC OLIE: They won't let us in unless we lower our 
shields. They're gonna run an inspection to confirm we are 
who we say we are. 

QUI-GON: A sensible precaution. 

Sound: Two Z-95's roar by the ship. 

PANAKA: Do you have to have the audio simulation 
sensors on so loud, Ric? 

RIC OLIE: Sorry. I hadn't thought to check the settings. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Confirm identity on Zenda's 
Dream. Remain in parking orbit while we search for an 
available landing platform, over. 



RIC OLIE: Any idea how long that'll be, over? 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (a little ticked) Does next 
week sound good enough for you? Tve got my hands full 
dealing with Senate delegates, to say nothing of civilian 
traffic. Cool your heels and wait your turn, over. 

QUI-GON: May I? (into the speaker) Traffic Control, this 
is Qui-Gon Jinn of the Jedi Order, requesting security 
clearance Alpha-Blue-Zeta-392534-G4. Over. 

PANAKA: What did that do? 

QUI-GON: You'll see. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: (sudden barely-controlled 
panic) Stand by, switching to channel 834... 

VALORUM: (beat) Master Jinn? Qui-Gon, is that you? 

QUI-GON: Greetings, Chancellor Valorum. 

VALORUM: Thank the Force you're still alive! I was 
starting to fear the worst! What is your status? 

QUI-GON: I am aboard a royal escort containing Queen 
Amidala. I need a landing platform as close to the Senate 
Chamber as possible. 

VALORUM: You can use Platform 732, in Sector 4J. I'll 
contact Senator Palpatine at once, and we'll both meet you 
there. 

QUI-GON: That shall do nicely. Chancellor. Thank you. 

TRAFFIC CONTROLLER: Transmitting landing 
coordinates now, Zenda's Dream. You are cleared for 
landing. Welcome to Coruscant. 

Sound: The speakers go off. 

PANAKA: Impressive. 

RIC OLIE: Beginning final approach. Entering 
atmosphere... 

PANAKA: (moving off) I'll inform the Queen we're 
landing... 

Sound: As Panaka leaves, Anakin runs up. 



ANAKIN: Wow!! That's Coruscant?? 

QUI-GON: Yes, it is. 

ANAKIN: It's so bright...like a giant diamond in space. 

QUI-GON: It's home to over a trillion people. It has 
skyscrapers over ten miles high, extending just as many 
miles underground. Floating skyhooks - space stations 
connected to the planet below by tethers. Astrologically, this 
planet is very close to the center of the galaxy. For all 
intents and purposes...it is. 

ANAKIN: So many little lights...it's dazzling... 

QUI-GON: r 11 leave you and Ric to the view. I'm going to 
check with the Queen. 

Sound: The door opens and closes as he leaves. 

SCENE 8-4a INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Brief transition in time but not in location. 
Several small ships can be heard buzzing around the Naboo 
spacecraft now. 

ANAKIN: (awestruck) It's so beautiful... 

RIC OLIE: Coruscant. No other planet in the galaxy 
comes close, not Corellia, not Kuat...not even Alderaan or 
Chandrila. The capitol of the Republic...the entire planet is 
one big city. 

ANAKIN: The whole planet? 

RIC OLIE: Uh-huh. They call it "Galactic City." A nice 
place to visit, but I sure wouldn't want to live there. Barely 
enough room to swing a nuna. Hang on...here's where it 
gets interesting... 

Sound: Several small ships zoom VERY CLOSELY around 
the royal starship. 

ANAKIN: Whoa!! 



RIC OLIE: (chuckles) Sorry - didn't mean to scare you. 
The skies of Coruscant are choked with air vehicles, of all 
shapes and sizes. They all follow programmed traffic lanes. 
Tm trying to avoid the heavier ones. 

ANAKIN: What's that huge domed building over there? 
Looks kind of like a big bowl. 

RIC OLIE: That's the Senate Chamber. Over two 
kilometers in diameter. Well over a thousand Republic 
representatives work there, running the government. That 
pyramid-like shape off in the horizon, with the five spires - 
that's the Jedi Temple. That's where I guess you'll be going. 

ANAKIN: This is making me dizzy. All these buildings, all 
these ships - I can't even see the ground. 

RIC OLIE: I 'm not even sure there is a ground anymore. 

ANAKIN: Whew! 

RIC OLIE: You'll get used to it. There we go - Landing 
Platform 732. There's Chancellor Valorum's shuttle. And 
look over there...Senator Palpatine is waiting for us. 

ANAKIN: That's the old guy in blue? Red balding hair? 

RIC OLIE: Yep. Chancellor Valorum's the silver-haired 
one in black. The Senate Guards are the blue-robed ones 
with helmets and staffs. 

ANAKIN: I kinda guessed that. 

RIC OLIE: Sorry - it's not often I get to play tour guide. 
Anyway, head on in the back - we're coming in for a 
landing... 

Sound: The door opens and closes as Anakin runs out 
The engines roar, crest, and die down as the ship lands 
with an audible thump. Gas hisses out of the sides. 


SCENE 8-5 EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - SENATE 
LANDING PLATEORM - DAY 



Sound: The hum of the passing-by airships are much 
louder now and provide a continual buzz around the 
landing platform. Several footsteps descend down the 
spacecraft's ramp under the next lines of dialogue. 

ANAKIN: Here we are... 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, so glad to be off da... ship... (stunned 
whisper) oh. Wha..ga...aba...ah... 

ANAKIN: This is Coruscant, Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Uma...ah... 

PADME: I 'm afraid Jar-Jar's gonna be speechless for a 
while. He never expected any world like this. 

ANAKIN: Have you been here before? 

PADME: Nope. First time. 

QUI-GON: Excuse me - we need to make room for the 
Queen and the handmaidens. Off the ramp, please. 

ANAKIN: Oh - okay! Come on. Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: (whispered babbling) 

QUI-GON: Anakin, when we greet the Chancellor, bow 
from the waist at the same time me and Obi-Wan do. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

QUI-GON: Let's go. 

Sound: The heroes walk over to Valorum. 

QUI-GON: We bow in obedience to you. Supreme 
Chancellor. We are, as always, at your service. 

VALORUM: Rise, Qui-Gon. I'm glad to see you're all 
right. 

PALPATINE: Welcome back to Coruscant, Jedi. 

QUI-GON: May I present...Queen Amidala. 

AMIDALA (SABE): Greetings, Supreme Chancellor. 
Senator. 

PALPATINE: It is a great gift to see you alive. Your 
Majesty. With the communications breakdown, we've been 



very concerned. Tm anxious to hear your report on the 
situation. May I present Supreme Chancellor Finis Valorum. 

VALORUM: Welcome, Your Highness. It's an honor to 
finally meet you in person. 

AMIDALA: Thank you. Supreme Chancellor. 

PALPATINE: I have an air taxi waiting for you, your 
Highness. You and your party can refresh yourselves at my 
apartment, at 500 Republica. Come. 

Sound: The group starts walking across the platform. 

JAR-JAR: Ooh...dere'sa people in dese blue robes and 
tings? Hello...anybuddy dere? 

QUI-GON: (weary patience) Jar-Jar. Leave the Senate 
guards alone. 

JAR-JAR: (frustrated) Okeyday. 

VALORUM: I must relay to you how distressed everyone 
is over the current situation. I've called for a special session 
of the Senate to hear your position. 

AMIDALA: I am grateful for your concern. Chancellor. 

PALPATINE: The session will start in a few hours. There 
is a question of procedure, but Tm confident we can 
overcome it... 

QUI-GON: I must speak with the Jedi Council 
immediately. Your Honor. The situation has become much 
more complicated. 

VALORUM: I shall have another air taxi sent for you at 
once. Guard, go summon another taxi! 

GUARD: Aye, sir! (runs off) 

ANAKIN: (to himself) Wait a minute...the Jedi are 
staying over there with that Valorum guy...I don't wanna 
leave them... 

PADME: Ani? Come on. 

ANAKIN: But...hey, Qui-Gon.... 



QUI-GON: Go on ahead with the Queen, Ani. We won't 
need you at the Jedi Temple for a couple of hours yet. Take 
Jar-Jar with you. 

ANAKIN: Um...if it's all right with you, your Highness? 

AMIDALA: What do you think, Padme? 

PADME: Let 'em come along. 

AMIDALA: Come join us then, Anakin and Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Coo. 

Sound: The group climbs into the humming air taxi. 

PANAKA: Right here, you two. In this seat... 

PALPATINE: (disgusted whisper) Your Highness, why do 
you have a...Gungan...with you? 

AMIDALA: That is a long story. Senator. 

PADME: All right, strap in. This is gonna take a while. 

ANAKIN: No, no, the strap goes over your waist, Jar-Jar. 
Like this. 

Sound: Seat belts being fastened. 

JAR-JAR: (whispered aside to Anakin) Da Queens- a bein 
grossly nice, mesa tinks. Disa pitty hot! 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Yeah. Pretty hot. 

Sound: Transition to outside the air taxi, as it takes off 
and accelerates away from the landing platform. 

VALORUM: Off they go. Hopefully we'll soon see an end 
to this matter. 

QUI-GON: That would be a welcome relief. 

VALORUM: I take it your own ship was destroyed? 

QUI-GON: Yes. Captain Madakor and the crew were all 
killed. 

VALORUM: (sighs) I'm so sorry to hear that. The Senate 
still does not know that I sent you to Naboo. As far as they 
know. Queen Amidala arrived here on her own. And I'm 
afraid I must keep it that way to prevent matters from 
getting any worse. 



QUI-GON: I understand completely. 

VALORUM: What did you mean by 'the situation is much 
more complicated'? 

QUI-GON: r m afraid I'm not at liberty to say It 
involves... Jedi matters. 

VALORUM: I.. .see. Nothing that can help my own 
'situation', then. 

QUI-GON: That has yet to be seen... 

SCENE 8-6 INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - 
ANTEROOM - DAY 

Sound: Distant air traffic outside the apartments. The 
hum of air conditioners. The muffled talking of Palpatine 
(behind a glass door). 

ANAKIN: (hisses out a breath) This is hor-ring...! 
thought adventures were supposed to be fun. 

JAR-JAR: Dissen all pitty odd to my. Whatsa Palpytine 
spakin to da Queen? 

ANAKIN: Don't look at me. I don't know what's going 
on. Nobody ever bothers to tell the kid what's going on. 

JAR-JAR: Or da fool. 

ANAKIN: You're no fool, Jar-Jar, you're just... 
inexperienced. Nobody bothered to teach you about life, the 
way Watto and my mom taught me. 

JAR-JAR: Itsen okeyday. My used to bein' da fool, (beat) 
My neber knew my mom. My was an orphan since my was 
an egg. Mesa get bounced 'round, from one fam'ly to da 
next. Boot my okeyday, cuz' my hab faith in da guds. Deysa 
take care of my. 

ANAKIN: (touched) Man...at least I have someone who 
loves me. Someone I can come back home to if this whole 
Jedi thing doesn't work. You don't even have that. 



JAR-JAR: My hab my and my hab da guds. Datsen all I 
need. 

ANAKIN: I envy you, Jar-Jar. (beat) Where's Padme? She 
disappeared around the time we came in. Have you seen 
her? 

JAR-JAR: My saw her go in da Queen's bedroom - but 
she neber come back out. 

ANAKIN: Huh... 

PANAKA: (coming up) Excuse me... 

Sound: Door opens, then closes. 

ANAKIN: (frustrated sigh) Maybe we'd have been better 
off staying with the Jedi. At least we'd get to look around... 

SCENE 8-7 INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - 
LIVING AREA - DAY 

Sound: Transition to the living area of Palpatine's 
quarters. The air traffic outside is slightly louder. 

AMIDALA (PADME): What you're telling me is...hard to 
accept... 

PALPATINE: There is no civility here on Coruscant, your 
Highness. Only politics. The Republic is not what it once 
was. The Senate is full of greedy squabbling delegates who 
are only looking out for themselves and their home systems. 
More the former than the latter, in most cases. There is no 
interest in the common good. It's disgusting. I must be 
frank. Your Majesty, there is very little chance the Senate 
will act on the invasion. 

AMIDALA: How can that be? There are Mid-Rim and 
Outer-Rim worlds represented, ones not spoken for by the 
single Trade Federation senator - surely they can 
sympathize with us! 

PALPATINE: Many are actually in favor of the 
Federation's blockade. They see the Republic as being out 



of line to tax the trade routes in the first place. I have tried 
to convince them of the invasion, but they simply do not 
think the Federation capable of such an act. They won't 
believe it without proof. 

AMIDALA: Chancellor Valorum seems to think there is 
hope. 

PALPATINE: If I may say so. Your Majesty, the 
Chancellor has little real power. He is mired down by 
baseless accusations of corruption. Collusion. Even treason, 
in a few fanatical corners. A manufactured scandal 
surrounds him, involving abuse of power for financial gain. 
That has also helped to turn the fringe worlds to favoring 
the Federation. The bureaucrats are in charge now, and 
they are in the Federation's pocket. 

AMIDALA: (dazed) If that is true... then everything that 
has happened since I left Naboo...was for nothing. What 
options have we? 

PALPATINE: As I said earlier, I do not believe we can 
convince the Senate that our world has actually been 
attacked. Senator Lott Dod of the Federation has 
filibustered and stopped my every attempt to make such a 
statement, and Valorum has let him. Of course, since they 
installed Mas Amedda as vice chancellor, he has had little 
other choice... 

AMIDALA: That does not answer my question. What can 
we do? 

PALPATINE: (beat) There is one option. I hesitate to 
bring it up, because...it would involve a measure of 
betrayal. 

AMIDALA: Explain. 

PALPATINE: Our best choice would be to push for the 
election of a new, stronger Supreme Chancellor. One who 
has no prior history of distractions to speak of, and thus 



cannot be touched. One who could take control of the 
bureaucrats, enforce the laws, and give us justice. You 
could call for a vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum. 
His support and popularity are very weak - the vote would 
be quickly seconded and passed. Then the Senate would 
elect Valorum's successor, and whomever it turns out to be 
would likely help us in reward for providing the opportunity 
for the seat. 

AMIDALA: That would be a heartless act. Valorum has 
tried to help us. He has been our strongest supporter. Is 
there no other way? 

PALPATINE: Our only other choice would to be to 
formally submit a plea to the Republic courts... 

AMIDALA: There's no time for that. The courts take 
even longer to decide things than the Senate. In Governor 
Bibble's message, he said all food supplies had been cut off 
- and that was days ago. Our people are dying, Senator. We 
must do something quickly to stop the Federation. 

PALPATINE: I know. I want to do something. But my 
every effort has come to nothing. To be realistic. Your 
Highness, I'd say we're simply going to have to accept 
Federation control of Naboo for the time being. 

AMIDALA: (coldly) That is something I cannot do. 

SCENE 8-8 INTERIOR TEMPLE OE THE JEDI - 
COUNCIL CHAMBERS - DAY 

Sound: The air traffic noises are almost impossible to 
hear Indeed, except for the slightly echoing dialogue, the 
room is virtually silent. 

MACE WINDU: I formally call this meeting of the Jedi 
High Council to order. Master Yoda, if you would lead us in 
the benediction? 



YODA: (deep breath, then slowly) With all of us, may the 
Force be... 

JEDI MASTERS: And may the peace of this Temple be 
ours. 

YODA: A place open to thought and speech. 

JEDI MASTERS: A realm of mutual respect. 

YODA: And a haven of shared noble purpose. 

JEDI MASTERS: Let us take our seats together, with no 
one above the others. 

YODA: May work together in trust we do, from the 
restraints of ego and jealousy free. 

JEDI MASTERS: At this gathering and all others to 
come. 

MACE WINDU: (quietly) Be seated, everyone. 

Sound: Everyone takes their seat 

MACE WINDU: Master Jinn, Learner Kenobi...enter. 

Sound: The door opens, and two sets of footsteps come 
up. 

QUI-GON: Greetings, Masters. 

YODA: Greetings, Master Qui-Gon. 

MACE WINDU: Chancellor Valorum told us you were 
coming. We understand that your mission to foster a peace 
agreement was unsuccessful. 

QUI-GON: The Federation was not interested in peace. 
But that is now in the hands of the Senate. Council 
members, I believe we Jedi may stand on the brink of a 
much greater crisis. If I may be allowed to explain? 

MACE WINDU: Please do so. The written report you 
submitted when you arrived at the Temple was very 
distressing. And very incomplete. 

QUI-GON: On Tatooine, I was attacked by a lightsaber- 
wielding Zabrak. He was extremely skilled, and he very 
nearly cut me down. 



YODA: Shocking news that is. You are one of the 
greatest swordsmen in the Order, as great as Master 
Windu. Know you who this person is? 

QUI-GON: I do not. Both Obi-Wan and I have checked 
the Temple records over the last couple of hours. His 
appearance did not match any of the Jedi Masters, Knights 
or Learners who have left the Order in the last three 
decades. But the dark side was exceptionally strong with 
him, and there is no doubt he was trained in the Jedi arts. 
My only conclusion can be that it was a Sith Lord. 

YODA: What.?!? 

MACE WINDU: A Sith Lord?!? 

ADI GALLIA: It can't be... 

KI-ADI: Impossible! The Sith have been extinct for a 
millennium! 

QUI-GON: I know it is difficult to believe. But I can think 
of no other explanation that fits the facts. 

YODA: The very Republic is threatened, if involved the 
Sith are. Of all the enemies to peace the Jedi have faced, 
none are as dangerous. 

KI-ADI: But a Sith, in this age? I can't believe it. This 
must be some rogue Force user. Or perhaps even an 
imposter like the one you met on Ord Mantell years ago, 
Qui-Gon! 

MACE WINDU: I tend to agree with Ki-Adi here, Qui- 
Gon. I do not believe the Sith could have returned without 
us knowing. 

OBI-WAN: Masters, if I may speak... I witnessed the 
battle between my master and this being. The Dark Side 
radiated from him like light from a sun. This is no imposter. 
It...couidindeed be a Sith. 

ADI GALLIA: We shouldn't dismiss the possibility. The 
power of the Dark Side is growing, I fear. 




MACE WINDU: Is it, Adi Gallia? I have seen no such 
indications. 

YODA: Hmm? Looked, have you? Hard to see the Dark 
Side is, especially when one is not looking. 

MACE WINDU: Have you looked? 

YODA: I have...but I have seen nothing. It is growing 
difficult to see anything of the future. But explain many 
mysterious events of recent years, this would. The deaths of 
the Federation protectorate. The Yinchorri uprising - 

OBI-WAN: The deaths of Master Aroon and Learner 
Assant! What I sensed in my investigation...that was very 
much of the Dark Side. This mystery man could very well be 
their murderer. 

YODA: Even if a Sith he is not...a being capable of 
defeating a Jedi master is a grave danger to us all. Discover 
who this assassin is, we must. 

KI-ADI: I sense he will reveal himself again. He did not 
come all the way to Tatooine and attack you on a whim, Qui- 
Gon. 

MACE WINDU: A good point. This attack was with 
purpose, that is clear. The Queen was his likely target, 
(beat) You think this warrior is the one behind the invasion 
of Naboo, Master Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: It is a very strong possibility. Even before I 
encountered him, I was convinced someone unseen was 
controlling the Federation's actions. 

MACE WINDU: What is the Queen doing now? 

QUI-GON: She will speak to the Senate shortly. Even a 
Sith Lord will hesitate to attack the Senate chamber. What 
she does next will depend on what happens in the session. 

YODA: With this Naboo queen you must stay, Qui-Gon. 
Protect her. 



MACE WINDU: We will use all our resources to unravel 
this mystery. We will discover the identity of your attacker, I 
promise you. Master, Apprentice...you are dismissed. May 
the Force be with you. 

YODA: May the Force be with you. 

OBI-WAN: And with you. (starts to walk off, then stops) 
Master? Are you coming? 

YODA: Master Qui-Gon. More to say have you? 

QUI-GON: With your permission, my Master... As grave 
as the situation with the mystery attacker is, I believe I may 
have encountered an even greater problem, one that 
affects the entire Jedi Order. 

KI-ADI: Greater still than the Sith?!? 

OBI-WAN: (frustrated whisper to himself) Here we go... 

MACE WINDU: (perplexed) We are listening. 

QUI-GON: I...I have encountered a vergence in the 
Force. 

YODA: A vergence, you say? 

MACE WINDU: Located around a person? 

QUI-GON: A Force-sensitive person of unimaginable 
power. Not aware of his power as yet, not trained, but 
impossible to ignore. 

MACE WINDU: Who is this person? 

QUI-GON: Anakin Skywalker. A young boy, nine years of 
age. He shows heightened reflexes, instinctive mechanical 
skills, and some rudimentary meditative skills. Most 
importantly, his cells have the highest concentration of 
midichlorians I have seen in a life form. Higher than I 
believe has ever been recorded. From the testimony of his 
mother, it is possible he was conceived by the midichlorians. 

Sound: Collective gasp and muttering from the Council 
members. 



ADI GALLIA: (awed whisper) The child of the Force. 
The son of the Suns... 

MACE WINDU: Quiet, everyone, (beat to let everyone 
fall silent) You're referring to our oldest prophecy. The 
prophesy of the one who will bring balance to the Force. 
You believe it's this boy?? 

QUI-GON: I don't presume to... 

YODA: But you do\ Revealed your opinion is. 

QUI-GON: I request the boy be tested. Master. 

YODA: Oh. Trained as a Jedi, you request for him, hmm? 

QUI-GON: Finding him was the will of the Force, both 
living and unifying. I have no doubt of that. There is too 
much happening here for it to be anything else. 

YODA: Nine years old, you say the boy is? That is too old 
for training. 

QUI-GON: There have been exceptions in the past. I 
believe this is one of them. 

PLO KOON: What is your opinion of this boy. Learner 
Kenobi? 

OBI-WAN: He is bright. He did help us make it off 
Tatooine. He is strong in the Force, though his awareness of 
it has not been awakened. More than that I cannot say. 

MACE WINDU: Can you confirm Qui-Gon's claim about 
the midichlorian count? 

OBI-WAN: The readings indicated...we 11 over twenty 
thousand per cell. But I would ask for a follow-up blood test 
to be certain. 

MACE WINDU: I think that a wise precaution. 

QUI-GON: I have him waiting nearby. 

MACE WINDU: (beat, then sigh) Bring him before us, 
then. We shall begin the testing immediately. 

YODA: (ominous) Tested, he will he. 

QUI-GON: Thank you. Masters. Come on, Obi-Wan. 



Sound: The two Jedi leave the room. A long beat, then 
the other Jedi masters begin muttering amongst themselves 
again. 

YODA: What do you make of this? 

MACE WINDU: Til reserve my judgment until I see this 
boy for myself. But the Code is very clear on accepting 
initiates, and Master Qui-Gon knows that. This had better 
be one astonishing child... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 8-9 INTERIOR SITH HEADQUARTERS - 
CORUSCANT 

Sound: This room is also silent, but for a different 
reason: No air traffic can be heard at all. The faint, far-off 
dripping of a sewer line can be heard. A distant set of bells 
(or wind chimes) can also be heard. 

DARTH MAUL: ... by the time I reached the Queen's 
ship, the Jedi and his companion were almost on board. I 
attacked quickly and relentlessly, but the companion 
boarded the ship and warned the others aboard. The ship 
launched and flew over us. The Jedi summoned the Force 
about him and leapt up onto the ship's boarding ramp. I 
followed, but could only grab the edge of the ramp. He 
slashed down with his lightsaber, and I was forced to let go. 
(beat) That is how I failed. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Because you were too eager to battle 
the Jedi. To kill them as you did those two other Jedi here on 
Coruscant. 

DARTH MAUL: Yes. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (long beat) You feel certain you could 
defeat this Jedi if you faced him again? 

DARTH MAUL: Yes, Master. I felt him tire. I can defeat 
him. 



DARTH SIDIOUS: Was he bearded? 

DARTH MAUL: Yes. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. That is Qui-Gon Jinn. He is the 
stronger of the two. 

DARTH MAUL: (a bit puzzled) They are undoubtedly 
coming here. What else can they do? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They are already here. 

DARTH MAUL: (lets out a hissing breath) Please...let 
me kill them. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You will get your chance to destroy 
them. Maul. But not yet. And not here. 

DARTH MAUL: Master - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: No. The Jedi are alarmed as it is, 
with Bondara and Assant dead. If two more Jedi are 
murdered on the Order's homeworld, the Jedi will mobilize 
and tear the planet apart looking for us. (beat) I sense 
confusion in you. You wonder why I do not punish you for 
your failure. 

DARTH MAUL: I do wonder. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: One thing I had drilled into me by my 
master was to always - always - have a contingency plan. 
From the time the Neimoidians let the Queen escape from 
Naboo, I have been anticipating even this setback, and I 
have come upon a way to turn this to my advantage. 
Indeed, this may turn out even better than the original 
plan. 

DARTH MAUL: How? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Queen is joining a special session 
of the Senate in just under an hour. I have given Senator 
Dod new instructions. He will see to it that the Queen takes 
Senator Palpatine's place as the one who destroys Valorum. 
Once that is done, she will no longer be a factor in the 
larger plan. 



DARTH MAUL: I see. And...what of the Jedi? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: No doubt they have already told 
their stodgy Council that they suspect the Sith have 
returned. But all they have at this point is suspicion, with no 
proof. The Jedi are probably uncertain, and just a little bit 
afraid, (beat) I welcome this fear in them. 

DARTH MAUL: And Qui-Gon Jinn and his neophyte? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: All in good time. Maul. All in good 
time. Go back to your training. I must leave myself now. I 
will contact you when I need your services again. 

SCENE 8-9a INTERIOR BOSSES^ QUARTERS - OTOH 
GUNGA 

Sound: Underwater/distant Gungan city noises. A door 
to a bubble building irises open and shut. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Your Honor? Sir? 

BOSS NASS: (long beat) Why yousa in my homm, Cap'n 
Tarpals? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (somber) Da Rep Council ask my 
to spake to yousa. Alone. 

BOSS NASS: Whatsen to spake 'bout? Mesa mind made 
up! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: But da peoples be complainin'. 
Your Honor. Dey hates being cooped up in da City like 
kaadu. Dey know yousa got da bongos, heyblibbers, 
doopeewees and all ready to go. Da Rep Council wants to go 
on and send da peoples to da Sacred Place. 

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k. Wesa stay down here until da 
maccaneks leave, and dat's dat. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: But what if dey don't leave?? 
Gungans gettin' hungry. No food from da surface. Nuttin 
and no one to trade wit. 



BOSS NASS: What yousa suggest, Tarpals? Dat wesa go 
to da maccaneks and beg dem for food? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Wesa suggestin' goin' up to da 
deep stickgooshy. To da Sacred Place. Maccaneks no go 
dere. 

BOSS NASS: Maccaneks no go here. My no trow my 
peoples outa deysa homm. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Da scouts hab seen maccaneks 
searching da edge of da swamps, taking Naboo prisoners to 
point tings out. Dey know wesa down here, or soon will. 
Stayin' down heres, wit all respect...is a big boopjak!! 

BOSS NASS: (snorts) Just cuz de maccaneks eyeballin 
da swamps no mean deysa cornin' heres to crunch. Deysa 
paste da Naboo - wesa do nuttin' to dem. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (sigh) Yes, Your Honor. 

BOSS NASS: (beat) Dat all? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: My been tinking bout what da Jedi 
spake. 'Bout da Gungan and da Naboo needin' each utter. 
Witout da Naboo, wesa got no parts for da bongos. No tools 
for da farms. My done spake bout da tradin. No trade 
means no moola. Means Gungans go hungry. 

BOSS NASS: Da point? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Mebbe...mebbe wesa should help 
da Naboo. Some of dem ain't been caught. Dey fightin' da 
maccaneks. 

BOSS NASS: Naboo - (gibbers) Yousa no listen to nuttin 
I spake! Naboo are bombad. All'n'dem. Deysa gettin' what 
deysa deserve. Deysa no car'n about da Gungans any more 
den wesa care'n bout dem. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Begging your pardon, sir, but how 
yousa know? When yousa ever talkie wit da Naboo? 

BOSS NASS: My no talkie wit dem. My no hab to. Naboo 
and Gungans enemies. Dat de way tings are. Hab been 



since de time of my great great ancestor, (quieter, a bit 
regretful) Anywhat....even if my did offer to help, deysa no 
accept it. Deysa tink all de Gungans bombad. No Naboo 
eber say nuttin nice 'bout any Gungan in all of Gungan time. 

Sound: Horn-like sirens begin to wail throughout da city. 

BOSS NASS: Whatsa dis?? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Hata hata!! Dats de Militiagung 
horn!! Wesa gettin' attacked! 

Sound: Booming sounds echo underwater - depth 
charges. 

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k-k...da maccaneks! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Wesa gots to run now. Your Honor! 
Da famlys!! Wesa can't fights heres! 

Sound: A groaning and popping noise from outside. 

BOSS NASS: DA BOARD ROOM BUBBLE!! NOO!!!! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Deysa gonna boom up da whole 
city. Den deysa gonna come to crunch. 

BOSS NASS: (whisper to himself) Mesa was wong. 
(aloud) Cap'n, get da peoples into anyting dat'll float. Wesa 
take da caverns to da Sacred Place. 

Sound: The door irises open. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (running out) My hurry!! 

BOSS NASS: Mesa gonna make da maccaneks - and da 
Naboo - pay for dis. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 8-10 INTERIOR AIR TAXI - CORUSCANT - DAY 

Sound: The buzzing of the air taxi's engine. The roar of 
air traffic outside. 

QUI-GON: You're very quiet, Padawan. I sense you're 
disturbed by what happened in the Council Chamber. 

OBI-WAN: You just couldn't wait, could you? You had to 
drop all three thermal detonators on them at once. 



QUI-GON: Three? 

OBI-WAN: One, the Sith have returned - which is far 
from certain, even with no mention in the records. Two, you 
want this nine-year-old inducted for training. Third, the big 
one - this child may be the galaxy's savior! Tm surprised 
Master Windu didn't get right up and strike you. 

QUI-GON: Strike me? Are we talking about the same 
man? 

OBI-WAN: You don't get it, do you? By declaring that 
you've found the Chosen One - a dubious claim at best - 
you've declared the Force out of balance. 

QUI-GON: Yes, that follows. 

OBI-WAN: And for the Force to be out of balance, that 
implies that we Jedi have been derelict in our duties. You all 
but openly branded the Council incompetent! 

QUI-GON: Calm yourself, Obi-Wan. You're letting your 
emotions get the better of you. 

OBI-WAN: (starts to say something, then stops and 
takes a deep breath) Yes, Master. 

QUI-GON: As hard as it may seem to accept, the Jedi 
Code is not the final word in the will of the Force. When the 
Force decides it wants something done, it will do it, whether 
the Code agrees with it or not. 

OBI-WAN: (reluctantly) As you say. Master. 

QUI-GON: The future is growing ever more uncertain. 
Even Master Yoda cannot see the likely paths with any 
certainty now. But he does see the darkness encroaching, 
just as I do. The Council will take the boy seriously, and give 
him a fair evaluation. What happens after that...depends on 
him. 

OBI-WAN: We'll see soon enough, won't we? 

Sound: The air taxi comes to a stop. 



TAXI DRIVER: We have arrived at 500 Republica. 
That'll be 12 dataries. 

QUI-GON: Here. 

Sound: A card is slid into a slot. A whirring noise, and a 
beep as the card is returned. 

TAXI DRIVER: Here's your credit chip back. Thanks. 
QUI-GON: Please stand by here. We're going to be 
returning for another journey shortly. 

TAXI DRIVER: I'll be waiting. 

Sound: The air taxi canopy opens. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan 
step out. Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 8-11 INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - 
CORUSCANT - DAY 

Sound: Ambient apartment noises, and distant air traffic. 
The hum of a lift rises, then stops. Lift doors open, and the 
two Jedi step out. Anakin runs up to them. 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon! 

QUI-GON: Hello, Ani. Been enjoying yourself? 

ANAKIN: (sour) No. Nobody's talked to me or Jar-Jar. 
Everybody's been getting ready to go to the Senate. We've 
just been sitting here for hours. 

JAR-JAR: Witten nuttin to do. 

QUI-GON: Well, I've talked to the Jedi High Council, and 

ANAKIN: (excited) They're gonna let me join?!? 
QUI-GON: They're willing to meet you and talk with you. 
It will be up to you whether or not you're accepted. We 
have an air taxi waiting. Come. 

ANAKIN: Jar-Jar, I guess you're on your own. 

JAR-JAR: (bored and frustrated) Woopee. 

ANAKIN: Oh, wait - I've gotta tell Padme goodbye! 
OBI-WAN: All right, but make it fast. 



ANAKIN: Just be a sec... 

Sound: Anakin runs down the corridor. 

GUARD: May I help you, son? 

ANAKIN: F m...rm looking for the handmaiden, Padme. I 
last saw her going through this door... 

GUARD: Hang on. 

Sound: He activates his comlink. 

GUARD: The boy is here to see Padme. 

RABE: (on comlink) Let him in. 

GUARD: Go ahead, son. 

Sound: The doors open, and Anakin walks into the 
quarters. 

ANAKIN: Hello, handmaiden. Fd like to speak with 
Padme, if I could. 

RABE: F m sorry, Ani. But Padme is not here right now. 

AMIDALA: (coming up) Rabe? Who is it? 

RABE: Anakin Skywalker, to see Padme, Your Highness. 

ANAKIN: Greetings, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Rise, Anakin. The one you seek is not here. 
Fve sent Padme on an errand. 

ANAKIN: F m on my way to the Jedi temple to start my 
training. I hope. 

AMIDALA: (beat) So? 

ANAKIN: I may never see her again. So I came to say 
goodbye. 

AMIDALA: We will tell her for you. We are sure her 
heart goes with you. 

ANAKIN: Thank you. Your Highness. Fm sorry to have 
disturbed you. 

Sound: Anakin runs out and down the corridor. 

QUI-GON: (in the distance) Ready? 

ANAKIN: (in the distance) Yes, sir! 

QUI-GON: (in the distance) Then let's be off... 



Sound: The lift doors open, and shut again once the trio 
steps aboard. 

AMIDALA: It is such a shame... 

RABE: What is? 

AMIDALA: That he didn't get to say goodbye to Padme. 

RABE: You mean, to you? 

PADME: (beat, then quiet) I wasn't aware until now just 
how separate the two have become - the Queen and the 
handmaiden. Two people in the same body...it is no way to 
live. 

Sound: The lift doors open again, and Palpatine walks 
up. 

PALPATINE: Ah, Your Highness. Are you almost ready to 
leave? 

AMIDALA: I am. 

PALPATINE: Then let us be off to the Senate Chamber, 
and hope for the best... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 8-12 INTERIOR MAIN LOBBY - GALACTIC 
SENATE - DAY 

Sound: Imagine Grand Central Station times five. That 
would give you an idea of the noise and bustle inside the 
cavernous Senate building. 

JAR-JAR: How can people like yousa stand dis noise, 
Senter Palpytine? Disn hurt my ears! 

PALPATINE: The Senate is not usually this full. This 
crisis has brought delegates from all over the galaxy. They'll 
all be moving inside for the session itself, however. 

JAR-JAR: Wow. My cannot wait to eyeball all dat... 

PALPATINE: Er, your Highness...(whisper) Must we 
have him along? 



AMIDALA: (sigh) Sabe, stay out here with Jar-Jar. 
Eirtae, Rabe, with me. 

RABE: Yes, Your Highness. 

EIRTAE: Yes, Your Majesty. 

SABE: Understood. Over here. Jar-Jar. We can watch the 
proceedings on this viewscreen. 

AMIDALA: Come on. Senator. Captain. 

Sound: The trio walks off. 

JAR-JAR: But my want to be wit da Queen... 

SABE: Jar-Jar, you'd probably cause more harm than 
good in there. Trust me, it's for the best. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh....awright. 

SCENE 8-13 INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA - GALACTIC 
SENATE - DAY 

Sound: The echoing murmur of numerous voices. 
Footsteps on a metal floor, and the hum of the senate 
platform. The far-off hovering and beeping of camera 
droids. 

AMIDALA: The Senate chamber is even larger in person 
than it is on the Holonet. 

PALPATINE: Over a thousand delegates. And that's not 
even counting aides or entourages. 

AMIDALA: Will everyone be able to hear us? 

PALPATINE: They will. That's what the floating camera 
droids are for. Keep still when I detach the platform and 
float up toward the Chancellor's dais. It can be a little 
disorienting at first. Don't lose your balance. 

AMIDALA: I'll be all right. 


SCENE 8-14 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 



Sound: The murmuring and noises of the Senate 
chamber can be heard, filtered, on the Federation bridge's 
viewscreen. Ambient battleship sounds, wild lines from 
pilot droids, etc. 

NUTE: Everything is falling apart. The Senators are so 
fickle...that girl could somehow sway them... 

RUNE: Any luck in contacting Lord Sidious? 

NUTE: No. Tve been trying for an hour. He may have 
abandoned us. 

RUNE: (leans in close, whisper) Tve just completed low 
orbital scans of the camps. I used some of my own personal 
encryptions to prevent eavesdropping. 

NUTE: (whisper) And? 

RUNE: There are large new buildings in the camps that 
do not match the blueprints Lord Sidious presented us. 
They may - or may not - be ionization chambers. Td need a 
closer look on the ground. 

NUTE: Not possible. I don't doubt the droids would 
shoot anyone who tried, regardless of who they are. I think 
we can safely assume the governor was telling the truth. 

RUNE: If he is...that puts us in a very precarious 
position. 

NUTE: I know. 

SCENE 8-15 INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA - GALACTIC 
SENATE 

PALPATINE: If the Federation moves to defer the 
motion...Your Majesty, I beg of you to ask for a resolution to 
end this congressional session and call for a new election 
for Supreme Chancellor. 

AMIDALA: I wish I had your confidence in this course of 
action. Senator. Must I betray a friend and ally to save my 
world? 



PALPATINE: You must force a new election for Supreme 
Chancellor. I promise you there are many who will support 
us. It is our best chance, (whisper) Our oniy chance... 

AMIDALA: Why will you not call for such a vote 
yourself? 

PALPATINE: The other Senators would look at it as an 
act of ambition. They would think I am merely trying to take 
the Chancellorship myself, and refuse to support the 
motion. If you called for it, however, they would be 
convinced of both the seriousness of our argument and of 
the need to remove him from power. 

AMIDALA: (beat, then whisper) You truly believe 
Chancellor Valorum will not bring our motion to a vote? 

PALPATINE: He is distracted. He is afraid. He will be of 
no help at all. 

VALORUM: (far off, echoing) All rise. This session of the 
Galactic Senate has begun. 

Sound: Every Senator rises up in his/her/its senatorial 
pod. 

VALORUM: Under Article Eight, Section Forty-seven, 
Clause One Eighteen of the Republic Constitution, I am 
temporarily suspending the current discussion of the 
possible repeal of Tax Resolution BR-0371, to address a 
developing and ongoing emergency related directly to said 
proceedings. In the interest of expedient justice, I am also 
waiving the reading of the day's minutes. Any objections? 

Sound: A few murmurs from the senatorial pods, but no 
objections. 

VALORUM: The Chair recognizes the Senator from the 
sovereign system of Naboo. Rise forth, and address the 
Senate. 

Sound: The senatorial box detaches from its' bay and 
floats up in front of Valorum's podium. 



PALPATINE: (echoing on loudspeakers) Supreme 
Chancellor, delegates of the Senate. A tragedy has occurred 
on our peaceful system of Naboo. We have become caught 
up in a dispute you are all well aware of. A dispute which 
started right here in this very chamber with the taxation of 
trade routes, as indicated in the current discussion of 
repeal, and has now engulfed our entire planet in the brutal 
and unwarranted oppression of the Trade Federation - 

Sound: Another senatorial box detaches and floats up. 
Grumbles from the other senators. 

LOTT DOD: SILENCE HIM!!! This is outrageous! This is 
slander! I object to the Senator's statements! I demand he 
be silenced at once! 

Sound: A few shouts of "Yeah!" and similar lines from 
some of the Senators, which fades into bickering between 
various Senators under next dialogue. 

VALORUM: The Chair does not recognize the Senator 
from the Trade Federation at this time. Please return to 
your docking station. 

Sound: The Federation box moves back a little, but does 
not dock. The quiet arguing and general disgruntlement 
among the Senators continues through the next scene. 

SCENE 8-16 INTERIOR RECEPTION AREA - 
GALACTIC SENATE - DAY 

SABE: What do you think? 

JAR-JAR: Mesa tink dis bombad. Too many peoples to be 
agreeing on da one ting. 

SABE: It sounds almost like they're disagreeing on what 
they're supposed to be disagreeing about. 

JAR-JAR: (mournful) It no look too good for da Queen. 
Mesa tink wesa gonna get crunched. 



SABE: We're not very popular, that is true. And neither 
is the Chancellor, (disgusted) You'd think the Jedi would be 
here, to tell their side of the story. What, are they too good 
to address the Senate? 

SCENE 8-17 INTERIOR MAIN ROTUNDA - GALACTIC 
SENATE - DAY 

PALPATINE: To state our allegations in full, I present 
Queen Amidala, recently elected ruler of Naboo, who 
speaks on our behalf. 

VALORUM: The Chair recognizes Queen Amidala, and 
invites her to speak to the Senate. 

Sound: A smattering of applause from the Senators, who 
finally quiet down. 

AMIDALA: Honorable representatives of the Republic, 
distinguished delegates, and Your Honor Supreme 
Chancellor Valorum, I come to you under the gravest of 
circumstances. You have all been lied to about the current 
state of affairs on my planet. You have been led to believe 
that nothing more than a trade blockade exists on my 
world. That could not be further from the truth. Naboo's 
system has been invaded by force. Invaded, against all the 
laws of the Republic, by the Droid Armies of the Trade - 

LOTT DOD: I object! There is no proof. 

AMIDALA: You question my eyewitness testimony? 

LOTT DOD: I question a little girl who is so new to her 
throne, and is willing to say anything to be allowed access 
to expensive luxuries again - 

VALORUM: Objection!! The Queen did not come all this 
way to be insulted by the senator from the Trade 
Federation. If you persist in this line of conversation, you 
will be barred from the Senate Chamber, is that clear? 
(beat) Continue, your Highness. 



AMIDALA: At dawn five days ago, the Federation 
blockade around my world unleashed several thousand 
battle droids, hover tanks -- 

LOTT DOD: Objection! This is incredible. It is true that 
we have augmented our security droid force considerably, 
to battle pirates. But to claim that we, a mere trade 
conglomerate, would use those droids for outright 
butchery?!? We recommend a commission be sent to Naboo 
to ascertain the truth. 

VALORUM: Overruled. Return to your station. Senator. 
This is your final warning. 

Sound: The Senate erupts in grumbling again. 

LOTT DOD: Your Honor, you cannot allow us to be 
condemned without at least a chance to defend ourselves!! 
How can you refuse our call for a impartial investigation?!? 
It's against all the rules of procedure! 

Sound: Another senatorial box hums up toward the 
podium. 

AINLEE TEEM: The Congress of Malastare concurs 
with the honorable delegate from the Trade Federation. A 
commission, once requested, must he appointed...that is the 
law. 

VALORUM: The point - 

MAS AMEDDA: Excuse me. Chancellor? Senators, if 
you will give us a moment... 

AMIDALA: (whisper) Who is that? 

PALPATINE: (whisper) Mas Amedda. He was appointed 
to keep the Chancellor in line in regards to the law. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) Yes, I remember now, you 
mentioned him earlier. Now he's talking to his other aides... 

PALPATINE: (whisper) Enter the bureaucrats. The true 
rulers of the Republic. And on the payroll of the Trade 



Federation, I might add. This is where Chancellor Valorum's 
strength - and all hope for Naboo - will disappear. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) Surely not. He knows what's at 
stake - 

VALORUM: (with a heavy sigh) The point is conceded. 
Section 523A take precedence here. 

AMIDALA: (stunned whisper) No... 

VALORUM: Queen Amidala of the Naboo, will you defer 
your motion to allow a commission to explore the validity of 
your accusations? 

AMIDALA: (increasingly angry) I will not defer. I have 
come before you to resolve this attack on our sovereignty 
now!! I was not elected Queen to watch my people suffer 
and die while you discuss this invasion in a committee!!! 
(pauses, takes a deep breath, then calmer) If this body is 
not capable of action... or unwilling to take action... I 
suggest new leadership is needed, (a beat) I move for a vote 
of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum's leadership. 

Sound: A startled gasp from the Senate members, which 
quickly builds into a roar of approval and jeers. 

VALORUM: (dazed) I.. .your Highness, Id... 

MAS AMEDDA: Your Honor, sit down. You look like 
you're about to faint, (loudly) Order, please. Let us hear the 
Senator from Naboo speak... 

Sound: The Senators settle down. 

MAS AMEDDA: Senator Palpatine...does the Senator 
from Naboo formally ask for a vote of no confidence in the 
Supreme Chancellor? 

PALPATINE: As I said before, the Queen speaks on my 
behalf. I do formally move for a vote of no confidence in 
Chancellor Valorum. 

MAS AMEDDA: (quietly) So noted and entered. 

Sound: Another senatorial box floats up. 



BAIL ANTILLES: Alderaan seconds the motion for a 
vote of no confidence in Chancellor Valorum. 

MAS AMEDDA: (reluctantly) The motion has been 
seconded by Bail Antilles of Alderaan. (slightly off-mike) 
Your Honor? Chancellor?? (back on mike) A moment's delay 
please... 

BAIL ANTILLES: (loudly) There must be no delays. The 
motion is on the floor and must be voted upon in this 
session. 

LOTT DOD: The Trade Federation moves the motion be 
sent to the procedures committee for study - 

Sound: The Senators leap to their feet, yelling and 
arguing loudly finally settling into a single chant. 

ASSEMBLY: Vote now! Vote now!! VOTE NOW!!! 

MAS AMEDDA: (loudly) Order! We shall have order... 

Sound: Amedda keeps banging his hand on the mike as 
the chant continues. 

ASSEMBLY: VOTE NOW!! VOTE NOW!! VOTE 
NOW!! (CONT under following dialogue) 

PALPATINE: You see. Your Majesty the tide is with us. 
Now they will elect a new Chancellor. A strong Chancellor. 
One who will not let our tragedy continue... one who will not 
let this continue... 

MAS AMEDDA: SILENCE!! (beat. The crowd dies 
down) The Supreme Chancellor requests a recess. 
Tomorrow we will begin the vote. 

Sound: The assembly explodes into chaotic yelling and 
cursing which continues under dialogue. 

AMIDALA: (whisper) It's a madhouse... 

PALPATINE: Not for much longer...thanks to you. 

NARRATOR: So great is the lure of power that a person 
can forsake his responsibilities, his beliefs...and even his 
planet. And as the Queen has learned, power can make 



even those charged with protecting a galaxy turn a deaf ear 
to a desperate cry for help. Now, as Darth Sidious's plan for 
domination moves a step closer to completion. Queen 
Amidala finds she must look elsewhere for the power 
needed to free her world - the power of armies and battle. 
A pacifist all her life, she must learn how to wield that 
power, and wield it well, before everything and everyone 
she loves is lost forever... 

Music: End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER NINE: 

“SHATTERED DREAMS, FRAGILE 

HOPES" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Anakin Skywalker Artoo Detoo 

Obi-Wan Kenobi 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Adi Gallia 

Mace Windu 

Plo Keen 

Yarael Poof 

Oppo Rancisis 

Even Piell 

Yaddle 

Ki-Adi Mundi 

Yoda 

Jorus C'Baoth 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 
Jar-Jar Binks 
Captain Gordon Panaka 
Senator Augustus Palpatine 
Captain Daultay Dofine 
Viceroy Nute Gunray 
Lieutenant Rune Haako 



TC-14 

Darth Sidious 

Darth Maul 

Ric Olie 

Embry 

NARRATOR: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based on 
the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Nine: "Shattered 
Dreams and Fragile Hopes." 

Music: Star Wars Main Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away, 
there came a time of crisis, when a Republic was attacked 
by enemies from within. Working from the shadows, the 
sinister Sith Lord Darth Sidious has wrecked havoc. The 
peaceful world of Naboo has been conquered by the greedy 
Trade Federation, its people being systematically 
exterminated. The Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, 
Finis Valorum, has been thrown out of power for his 
inability to bring order - or justice - back to the Republic 
Senate, and Naboo's queen, Amidala, can now only hope 
that his soon-to-be-elected successor can save her world. 

Sound: The interior of the Jedi Temple. Distant air traffic 
outside. 

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, young Anakin Skywalker faces 
a crisis of his own. Having won his freedom, he has been 
brought to the Jedi Temple on Coruscant in hopes of 
becoming a Jedi Knight. Only through this difficult journey 
can he free his mother, who still toils in slavery on the 
distant world of Tatooine. But as he is about to find, he will 
not be welcomed with open arms... 


SCENE 9-1 INTERIOR - JEDI TEMPLE - RECEPTION 
AREA - AETERNOON 



ANAKIN: (reading carefully) 'There is no...emot...emo¬ 
tion. There is...peace. There is no igna...ignorrr..." 

OBI-WAN: Ignorance. 

ANAKIN: Thank you. "Ignorance. There is...knowledge. 
There is no pa...passion...there is serrrrennn-i-ty. There is 
no death..." 

QUI-GON: "There is the Force." 

ANAKIN: It's very pretty what's written up on that wall. 
Poetic. 

QUI-GON: It is the very core of the Jedi Code. The Code 
we all strive to live by every day. 

OBI-WAN: Anakin, can you roll your sleeve up, please? I 
need to take a blood sample. 

ANAKIN: Ohh, I hate needles... 

OBI-WAN: It'll just take a second...you won't even 
notice. 

ANAKIN: You never did explain what a blood test has 
got to do with all this, Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: r 11 tell you about it later. Right now, you need 
to remain calm, clear your mind, and be on your best 
behavior. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Ow - 

OBI-WAN: See? That wasn't so bad, was it? 

ANAKIN: Guess not... 

OBI-WAN: I'll get this to the labs right away. Master. 

QUI-GON: I'll be waiting here. 

Sound: Obi-Wan walks off. The sound of a turbolfft 
opening and closing as he leaves. Anakin taps his foot 
against the stone floor impatiently. 

QUI-GON: Relax, Anakin. Close your eyes, take a deep 
breath, and quiet your mind. All will happen as it should. 

ANAKIN: (deep breath) Okay. 

Sound: A door opens. 



ADI GALLIA: We're ready for him here. 

QUI-GON: Thank you, Adi. 

Sound: The door closes. 

QUI-GON: Well, Anakin...it's up to you now. You're on 
your own. 

ANAKIN: Yeah. 

QUI-GON: Just remember... no matter what happens... 
the Force will be with you. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Thanks for getting me this far. 

QUI-GON: (warm) You're welcome. I'll be waiting out 
here. 

Sound: Anakin walks tentatively to the door. 

SCENE 9-2 INTERIOR - JEDI TEMPLE - COUNCIL 
CHAMBERS - AETERNOON 

Sound: The door opens. A single pair of footsteps slowly 
haltingly comes up. The door closes behind him. 

MACE WINDU: Anakin Skywalker. Welcome to the Jedi 
Temple. 

ANAKIN: (nervous) Hello. 

MACE WINDU: My name is Mace Windu. I am head of 
the Jedi High Council. I apologize for you waiting so long. 
We've had many matters to discuss today. 

ANAKIN: It's okay. 

MACE WINDU: I have heard quite a bit about you from 
Master Qui-Gon and Learner Obi-Wan. 

ANAKIN: Good stuff, I hope. 

MACE WINDU: So far, yes. But now, some 
introductions. Going clockwise from my left-hand side. The 
masked Kel Dor you see here is named Plo Koon. He is a 
master strategist and a great pilot. 

PLO KOON: (filtered voice) Thank you. 



MACE WINDU: Past him is Depa Billaba, a young 
woman from Chalacta. A former student of mine. Then we 
come to Eeth Koth, a Zabrak from the planet Iridonia. 

ANAKIN: Like the one who at...er...sorry. Never mind. 

MACE WINDU: We shall not speak of that here and now. 
It's all right, though, I know it's fresh in your mind. Moving 
on, we come to the Quermian, Yarael Poof. 

POOE: Hello there. 

ANAKIN: (giggles) 

POOE: (amused) You find my long neck funny, I see. 

ANAKIN: Uh, oh - no sir. Sorry. 

POOE: It's all right. I don't mind being laughed at. 
Children laugh at me all the time. I know it is not in offense. 

MACE WINDU: One thing you must keep in mind, 
Anakin, in speaking to us - be honest. Be honest with us, 
and with yourself. There are no wrong answers here. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

MACE WINDU: Continuing on, we have Oppo Rancisis. 
He was born the king of his world, Thisspias, but at the age 
of three he willingly gave that throne up to join us. 

OPPO: I have no regrets. I serve the galaxy far better 
here than I could on my world. 

MACE WINDU: Next we have Even Pie 11. A brave 
warrior, he has refused to have a new eye implanted to 
replace the one he lost in battle. 

EVEN: I consider it a trophy of honor. With the Force, I 
do not even need the other eye. 

MACE WINDU: Now we come to Yaddle. This young 
lady stayed in the bottom of a pit for over a century after 
her master's murder, gradually coming to inspire - and 
enlighten - her captors. 

YADDLE: The will of the Force it was. 

ANAKIN: I'm glad you were able to escape. 



YADDLE: Escape I did not. In the end, they willingly let 
me go free. 

MACE WINDU: This next woman is Adi Gallia, from 
Corellia. The daughter of a notable pair of ambassadors, 
and a valuable ally to the Supreme Chancellor. 

ADI GALLIA: But my first loyalty is to the Jedi. And the 
Force. 

MACE WINDU: True. The cone-headed one next to her 
is Ki-Adi-Mundi, newest member of the Council. He comes 
to us from Cerea, a world that favors beauty and 
agriculture over technology and industry. 

KI-ADI-MUNDI: For the moment. Master Windu. For 
the moment. 

MACE WINDU: And finally, to my immediate right, the 
oldest, wisest, and most powerful of us all. Anakin, this is 
Master Yoda. 

ANAKIN: (fighting down a laugh) A pleasure to meet 
you. 

YODA: Polite you are, but see your thoughts I do. Find 
my appearance as funny as Master Poof, do you? 

ANAKIN: (a bit embarrassed) Sorry. I can't help it. Tve 
seen green-skinned, pointed eared beings before, but never 
one as tiny as you. 

YODA: Amused at Yaddle you were not. And she is of my 
kind. 

ANAKIN: Well...she is a little bigger than you...and not 
nearly as old. Uh - I didn't mean that the way it sounded - 

YODA: (chuckles) Wonder you do how one so small and 
old could be a Jedi Master, hmm? 

ANAKIN: A little. 

YODA: (cackle) Good! Continue to wonder you can! Let 
this serve as a lesson, young one. Let size and appearance 
fool you never. It is what is inside that matters. 



ANAKIN: (a bit confused) Okay... 

MACE WINDU: As for myself, there isn't much to tell. 
My main duty here is to oversee the Jedi on their missions, 
help prepare the Jedi of tomorrow, and try to understand 
the ways and will of the Force. 

YODA: Humble is Master Windu being. His fame for 
diplomacy is great, as is his skill with the lightsaber. But 
right is he not to be proud of his actions. To the Force, all 
things are subservient. 

MACE WINDU: Now you know who we are. So...tell us 
about you. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Um...what do you want to know? 

MACE WINDU: Start at the beginning. The earliest 
memories of your life. Go from there. 

ANAKIN: All right. My earliest memory is of Gardulla 
the Hutt's palace, on Tatooine. It was a very dark, dingy 
place, always filled with the screams of Gardulla's 
prisoners. She usually never let them live for very long... 

Sound: Crossfade to indicate change of time, but not 
location. 

ANAKIN: (fade in) ...Watto obviously never noticed that 
droid skeleton in the back of the junkyard. I was astonished 
to find the vibrobrain inside was still intact. I snuck it back 
to my house, and with Mom's help started to rebuild it. I 
bought some parts from the Jawas, snuck other parts out 
from Watto's shop. The droid's memory wasn't exactly 
erased, but it was encrypted and blocked. The personality 
matrix was a total wipe, so I reprogrammed him. I tried to 
make him the way I think my father would have been - kind, 
smart, nice, polite, respectful. Never going out of his way to 
cause trouble or offend. 

ADI GALLIA: Anakin...do you know anything of your 
father? Has your mother told you anything of him? 



ANAKIN: No. She's never said a word about him to me. 
I always figured he was some smuggler or something, and 
he got killed working for the Hutts. 

MACE WINDU: Please, continue. 

ANAKIN: I named the droid Threepio, since he was the 
third member of my family... 

Sound: Cross fade. 

ANAKIN: ...All throughout the race I had Qui-Gon's 
words in my head - "Feel. Don't think." And I did. I simply 
zoned out and flew. It was almost like I was a passenger in 
my own pod, like I wasn't steering it. It was...a strange 
feeling. That last lap, though, I knew I was in control. 

PLO KOON: What happened? In that last lap? 

ANAKIN: Sebulba had rammed his pod into mine, and 
jammed the steering control cables together. It was very 
dangerous, being locked up like that. Any second, one 
engine could have burned through another and blown us 
both to bits. I was trying to free my pod, and I could feel the 
cable about to snap. 

YODA: What did you do? 

ANAKIN: I...I looked at the cable, and...told it to stay 
put. To not break. But I didn't really say it. I just...thought 
it. Willed it not to break. And...it didn't. It held, and 
Sebulba's cable snapped. 

POOF: What happened to Sebulba? 

ANAKIN: I didn't think about it at the time - I was too 
happy I won. But I found out later his Pod was totally 
ruined. He survived, though - his pod hit the desert floor 
just right and skidded across the sands. His pants caught 
fire, though - he had to lose his precious leather outfit, 
(laughs) Served him right. 

MACE WINDU: How would you have felt if he had been 
killed? 



ANAKIN: I would have felt sorry for him. All he wanted 
was to be the center of attention. A champion. 

YODA: What of how you would feel, knowing you were 
the one to kill him? 

ANAKIN: I...I never thought about it like that. I suppose 
I would have thought if I didn't, some other racer would 
have. It's just the way Podraces are. It's like Watto once told 
me - the strong survive, the weak deserve whatever they 
get. 

MACE WINDU: Does that sound right to you? 

ANAKIN: Not really. But it's all I ever heard. 

MACE WINDU: All right. Let's move on. You mentioned 
that your mother could sense whenever you were near, 
even though she couldn't see you. And that you could do the 
same, if you weren't distracted. Have there ever been times 
when you knew what a person was about to say? Sometimes 

ANAKIN: — finished their sentences for them? 

MACE WINDU: (amused) Yes. That. 

ANAKIN: A couple of times. But I figure everybody does 
that. 

MACE WINDU: I'd like to test that, if I may. You see this 
screen I'm holding? 

ANAKIN: Yeah. 

MACE WINDU: In a minute. I'm going to start showing 
images on it, images only I can see. I want you to relax, 
focus on me, and tell me what you think I'm seeing on that 
screen. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

MACE WINDU: Starting...now. 

Sound: The screen beeps as it flashes up images. 

ANAKIN: An air taxi...a blaster.... a refresher unit... 



SCENE 9-3 EXTERIOR JEDI TEMPLE - BALCONY - 
SUNSET 

Sound: A slight breeze. The air traffic is louder and 
clearer 

OBI-WAN: You know, Anakin's not the first child a Jedi 
thought might be the Chosen One. There have been many 
over the ages. Have you entertained the notion - even for a 
moment - that you might be wrong? 

QUI-GON: ril never get used to Coruscant's sunsets. 
They are beautiful beyond compare. 

OBI-WAN: You're evading my question. What will you do 
when the Council rejects Anakin? Take him back home to 
Tatooine? 

QUI-GON: I don't think they will reject him. 

OBI-WAN: The boy will not pass the Council's tests. 
Master, and you know it. And even if he somehow does, he's 
far too old. 

QUI-GON: Anakin will become a Jedi, I promise you. One 
way or another... 

OBI-WAN: Do not defy the Council, Master! Not again! 

QUI-GON: I shall do what I must. Would you have me be 
any other way? 

OBI-WAN: Master, if you would just follow the code, you 
would be on the Council. You deserve to be on the Council. 
They will not go along with you this time. And I don't want 
to witness what will happen then. 

QUI-GON: You really think it would come to that? You 
consider me a latter-day Ulic Qel-Droma, perhaps? 

OBI-WAN: Qel-Droma thought he knew better than the 
Masters of his day. And in the end, his foolishness cost him 
and millions of innocents their lives. 

QUI-GON: You still have much to learn, my young 
apprentice. 



Sound: A set of footsteps come up. 

C'BAOTH: Ah, Qui-Gon. There you are. Have you heard 
the news from the Senate? 

QUI-GON: No, Master C'Baoth. What has happened? 

C'BAOTH: Chancellor Valorum was issued a vote of no 
confidence by the Senate. Before the vote could be taken, 
he chose to resign. 

OBI-WAN: What?!? 

QUI-GON: (shaken) He resigned? 

C'BAOTH: He had little other choice. The Senate was 
overwhelmingly against him. 

QUI-GON: This is...tragic news. Valorum was one of the 
few good men left in the Republic. 

C'BAOTH: Anyway, Sei Taria asked me to relay to you 
that your clearances and privileges under the Chancellor 
have lapsed. You'll have to talk to the new Chancellor, 
whoever it be, about reinstating them. She was cleaning out 
her desk even as she spoke to me. 

OBI-WAN: When will the election be held? 

C'BAOTH: First thing tomorrow. 

QUI-GON: What about Queen Amidala? Did the Senate 
hear her case? 

C'BAOTH: I don't know, I didn't see the session itself. 
But I doubt it - all anyone talked about was Valorum's 
ouster. 

QUI-GON: Thank you for the news, Jorus. 

C'BAOTH: You're welcome. 

Sound: C'Baoth walks away. 

OBI-WAN: The sun's down now. Let's go inside. Master, 
it's getting dark. 

QUI-GON: In more ways than one. Whoever wins the 
election likely won't be as fair or upstanding as Valorum. 



OBI-WAN: (beat then somber) Tm afraid I must agree. 
They won't be as willing to stand up to the Senate, either. 
And Naboo...Naboo doesn't have a chance now. 

QUI-GON: The Republic is falling apart. The Dark Side is 
growing in strength. Anakin must become a Jedi. 
Somehow... he must...before all is lost... 

OBI-WAN: (another beat, then quiet) Come on. Master. 
Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-4 INTERIOR PALACE OE THE JEDI - 
COUNCIL CHAMBERS - SUNSET 

Sound: The viewer whirs as images are displayed on it. 
ANAKIN: A ship...a cup...a ship...a speeder. 

Sound: The viewer goes off with a beep. 

MACE WINDU: He got every one right. Master Yoda. 
YODA: Hmm. Good, good, young one. Tell me...how feel 
you? 

ANAKIN: (a bit shaky) Cold, sir. 

YODA: Afraid, are you? Afraid of us? 

ANAKIN: No, sir. 

MACE WINDU: Afraid to give up your life? Everything 
and everyone you knew? 

ANAKIN: No. Uh.... well...I don't think so... 

YODA: See through you, we can. 

MACE WINDU: Be mindful of your feelings. Don't try to 
hide them. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

KI-ADI: Your thoughts dwell on your mother, I sense. 
ANAKIN: I miss her. I miss her a lot. I wanted her to be 
freed too, but... (it didn't work out that way.) 

YODA: Hmm. Afraid to lose her, I think, hmm? 

ANAKIN: Yes. But...what has that got to do with 
anything?! ? 



YODA: Everything, young one, everything!! Fear is the 
path to the Dark Side. 

ANAKIN: What is the Dark Side? 

MACE WINDU: There are many aspects to the Force, 
and the Force affects you as much as you affect it. If you use 
the Force for good, the Force will encourage and 
strengthen you. If you use it for selfish reasons, or for 
destructive purposes, the Dark Side of the Force will 
encourage that behavior in you as well. If you use the Dark 
Side, you may think it will enhance your power. But it will 
actually corrupt and draw strength out of you, to feed itself. 

ANAKIN: Tm not gonna fall to the Dark Side. Tm 
smarter than that. 

YODA: Smart has little to do with it. Subtle is the Dark 
Side, quick to take you in times of fear. Fear leads to 
anger... anger leads to hate... hate leads to suffering. 

ANAKIN: I am not afraid. 

YODA: A Jedi must have the deepest commitment, the 
most serious mind. You have neither. 

ANAKIN: (heating up) Yes I do! Why else would I be 
here?!? 

YODA: Because you dream of adventure. You think ours 
is a life of excitement, heroism. You think of it as a life of 
glory. But now different know you. Starting to realize, you 
are, what you have given up to be here. Starting to realize 
you are what you would face if you took this path. And 
afraid you feel. 

ANAKIN: (angry) I am NOT afraid!! 

Sound: A silent beat as Anakin's shouted words echo 
through the chamber 

YODA: I sense much fear in you. And anger. How much 
more would it take to make you feel hate, hmm? 

ANAKIN: (long pause, then quietly) I am not afraid. 



YODA: (pause) Then continue, we will. Master Windu? 

MACE WINDU: I have only one more question. Anakin... 
why do you want to become a Jedi? 

ANAKIN: (beat, then tentatively) I want to help people. 

ADI GALLIA: Any people in particular? 

ANAKIN: My mom. The other slaves on Tatooine. 

KI-ADI MUNDI: Surely Master Jinn told you that 
following the way of the Jedi meant forgetting about your 
family and friends. 

ANAKIN: He did say I wouldn't see my mom again until I 
was a Jedi Knight. But once I am, why can't I go back and 
free her and the other slaves? 

MACE WINDU: There are limits to even our power, 
Anakin. Tatooine is on the Outer Rim, and the authority of 
the Republic and the Jedi out there are shaky at best. It is 
rare when any Jedi ventures that far. And with matters in 
the galaxy being what they are - 

ANAKIN: What are you saying?!? That I should just 
forget my mom altogether?!? 

YODA: Just one life is your mother. The lives of 
quadrillions are what we Jedi concern ourselves with. Pick 
and choose where we can best make a difference to the 
many, we must. Great is our responsibility. A time could 
come when the lives of many could hinge upon the sacrifice 
of one. Whom would you choose, hmm? The one or the 
many? 

ANAKIN: (long beat, then reluctantly) The many... 
(whisper) I guess. 

MACE WINDU: Thank you, Anakin. Council members... 
any more questions? (beat) Very well. Anakin, I know you 
are tired after your long journey, and I thank you for your 
patience. Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan will be waiting for you one 
level below. They'll show you where to eat and refresh 



yourself. The turbolift behind you will answer to your voice 
commands. 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 

Sound: Anakin walks out of the room and into the 
turbolift. 

MACE WINDU: Masters, you may retire to your 
quarters for now. Consider well what you have seen, heard 
and sensed here. If you wish, recordings of this 
conversation will be sent to your quarters. We will 
reconvene here in one hour, where the question will be 
placed to a voice vote. A bare majority of seven must hold to 
accept or reject the proposal. Until then, this council is in 
recess. 

Sound: The Council members get up and walk to the 
turbolift, muttering amongst themselves, under the 
following dialogue. 

YODA: Very disturbing and difficult, this choice. 

MACE WINDU: He wasn't lying. But he wasn't entirely 
truthful either, to himself or us. 

YODA: Not in this for himself, is he. Nor for the galaxy. 
He thinks only of freeing his mother. Everything else to 
him...is but an obstacle. 

MACE WINDU: Still, the potential is there...he could 
perhaps be trained to understand the greater implications 
of his power... 

YODA: Alive I was centuries ago, when the rules 
concerning the ages of training were established. 
Understand then and now did I the wisdom of those 
decisions. So should you. 

MACE WINDU: Yes, I do understand, (gets up and walks 
off) Are you going to your quarters? 

YODA: Comfortable am I here. Consider here I shall. 

MACE WINDU: Very well. I shall be back in an hour. 



Sound: Mace walks to the lift and leaves in it 
Music: Transition. 


SCENE 9-5 INTERIOR PALPATINE'S QUARTERS - 
SUNSET 

Sound: Distant air traffic. A strange keening noise from 
Jar-Jar, sort of a cross between an Indian chant, a Muslim 
prayer, and an Australian dijiduroo. A door opens, and a 
pair of footsteps come up slowly. 

AMIDALA: What are you doing? 

JAR-JAR: (stops the noise) Praying. 

AMIDALA: I did not know you were the spiritual type. 

JAR-JAR: For someone like my someone who is always 
messing up, always getting in trubble...praying is all dat 
helps. 

AMIDALA: (sad) Pm afraid we may need the help of 
your gods, Jar-Jar. Short of a miracle, I honestly don't know 
how we are going to save our world. 

JAR-JAR: What yousa doin' here, Yousa Majesty? Mesa 
tought yousa would still be in da Senate with Senter 
Palpytine and Cap'n Panaka. 

AMIDALA: There was nothing more I could do. I talked 
to many senators about the invasion, but...they wouldn't 
listen. They had their minds made up about me before I 
even entered the building. All anyone wanted to talk about 
was the election. They'd forgotten why Valorum was even 
thrown out in the first place. 

Sound: Amidala walks over to the window (air traffic 
grows slightly louder) and stops. 

AMIDALA: All those lights. All those people. And they 
could all care less what happens to a world so far from their 
own. All insensitive to the distant pain of others. 



JAR-JAR: Mesa wonder sometimes why da guds invent 
pain. 

AMIDALA: To motivate us, I imagine. 

JAR-JAR: Yousa tinken yousa people gonna die? 

AMIDALA: I don't know. 

JAR-JAR: Gungans get pasted too, eh? 

AMIDALA: I hope not. 

JAR-JAR: Gungans do die'n without a fight.... wesa 
warriors. Wesa gotta grand army. 

AMIDALA: (beat, then surprised whisper) An army...? 

JAR-JAR: A grand army! Lotsa Gungans. Deysa comes 
from all over de planet. Dat why de swamp beings no give 
us no trouble. Too many Gungans. Deysa got da big shields, 
nuttin get through! Gotta boomas dat splat electric goo, 
bombad stuff! Gungans no giving up, to maccaneks, or 
anyone! (pauses, uncomfortably) Dat's why you no liken us, 
mesa tinks. 

AMIDALA: (beat) Jar-Jar, tell m- 

Sound: The door opens, and a pair of footsteps run up. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, exciting news! Senator 
Palpatine has just been nominated to succeed Valorum as 
Supreme Chancellor! 

AMIDALA: Really? 

JAR-JAR: Wow! Congrabulations, Sentor Palpytine! 

PANAKA: It wasn't his doing, either. Several Senators - 
Toonbuck Toora, Orn Free Taa, Tikkes - they entered his 
name into the running. 

PALPATINE: (smug) A surprise, to be sure, but a 
welcome one. I promise. Your Majesty, if I am elected, I will 
bring democracy back to the Republic. I promise to put an 
end to corruption. The Trade Federation will lose its 
influence over the bureaucrats, and our people will be 
freed. 



AMIDALA: Who else has been nominated? 

PANAKA: (disgusted) Bail Antilles of Alderaan and 
Ainlee Teem of Malastare. 

AMIDALA: That is not good news, I take it? 

PANAKA: No. Antilles is the favorite of the Core Worlds 
- he won't pay any attention to a Mid-Rim world like ours. 
And Teem is in the Federation's pocket for certain - they 
were the ones to second his nomination. 

AMIDALA: How do you judge your chances of election. 
Senator? 

PALPATINE: Surprisingly favorable, I would say. Before 
my nomination, it would have been an almost even split 
between Antilles and Teem, for the reasons Captain Panaka 
just mentioned. The idea of a fresh new candidate will no 
doubt be enticing to the delegates. I feel confident our 
current situation will create a strong sympathy vote for us... 
I will he Chancellor, I promise you. 

AMIDALA: T m sure you will. But I'm afraid I cannot find 
it in myself to celebrate with you. I fear by the time you 
have control of the bureaucrats. Senator, there will be 
nothing left of our planet to save. Nothing left of our cities, 
our people, our way of life... 

PALPATINE: I understand your concern. Your Majesty; 
unfortunately, the Federation has possession of our planet. 
The law is in their favor. Even if I am elected, it will be 
impossible to immediately dislodge them. It would probably 
take a full military counterattack by the Republic Navy. And 
it would take time to muster support for such an action, to 
say nothing of gathering the military forces themselves. 

AMIDALA: (sigh) More delays. More bureaucratic 
bindings. An entire planet sacrificed on the altar of greed, 
(beat) With the Senate in transition, there is nothing more I 
can do here. 



PALPATINE: You are welcome to stay here as long as 
you wish, of cour- 

AMIDALA: No. Senator, this is your arena. Your home. I 
feel I must return to mine. I have decided to go back to 
Naboo. My place is with my people. 

PANAKA: What?!? 

PALPATINE: Go back?!? 

JAR-JAR: Back to da maccaneks?!? 

PALPATINE: But, Your Majesty, be realistic! You would 
be in danger. They'll force you to sign the treaty. 

AMIDALA: I will sign no treaty. Senator. My fate will be 
no different from that of our people. If I must die with them 
to make the Senate see the wrongness of their actions, so 
be it. Captain! 

PANAKA: Yes, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Ready my ship! 

PANAKA: Yes, Your Highness! 

PALPATINE: Please, Your Majesty, stay here...where it's 
safe. 

AMIDALA: Safe? No, this world isn't safe. No place is 
safe, if the Senate doesn't condemn this invasion. If they 
turn their backs on this atrocity, Naboo will be only the first 
world to be erased from the galactic map. It is clear to me 
now that the Republic no longer functions as a democracy - 
but as an aristocracy, a government meant to serve only the 
rich. 

PALPATINE: T m afraid I must agree with you. 

AMIDALA: If you win the election. Senator, I know you 
will do everything possible to stop the Federation. I pray 
that somehow, even with our sacrifice, you will bring sanity 
and compassion back to the Senate. Come on, Jar-Jar! 
We're going home! 

Sound: Several people leave the room. 



PALPATINE: "If I must die to make them see the 
wrongness of their actions..." Heh. You are brave, your 
Highness. Very brave indeed... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-6 INTERIOR TEMPLE OE THE JEDI - 
COUNCIL CHAMBERS - TWILIGHT 

Sound: Fade in on Temple ambience. 

MACE WINDU: Thank you for the message. Master 
C'Baoth. Inform Senator Palpatine we will send the two Jedi 
to meet with the Queen at the landing platform shortly. 

C'BAOTH: Yes, Master. 

Sound: C'Baoth walks out of the room, and the door 
closes. 

MACE WINDU: Let us continue the vote. Yaddle? 

YADDLE: I vote aye. 

MACE WINDU: Adi Gallia? 

ADI GALLIA: I vote aye. 

MACE WINDU: Ki-Adi-Mundi? 

KI-ADI MUNDI: I vote nay. 

MACE WINDU: Master Yoda? 

YODA: Nay. 

MACE WINDU: (not very pleased) The vote stands at six 
for, six against. 

YODA: There must be a bare majority. As Senior 
Member, Master Windu, fall to you it does to cast the 
tiebreaking vote. 

MACE WINDU: (beat) Then my choice is made. (louder) 
Jinn, Kenobi, Skywalker...enter. 

Sound: The door opens, and three sets of footsteps walk 
up. 

YODA: We are finished with our examination of the boy. 
Correct you were, Qui-Gon. 



MACE WINDU: The follow-up blood test does match 
Learner Kenobi's initial findings. His cells contain a very 
high concentration of midichlorians. And he does have 
rudimentary access to the Force. 

KI-ADI: The Force is strong with him. 

YADDLE: Proven himself brave he has. 

ADI GALLIA: He is very mature for his years. 

QUI-GON: He is to be trained, then? 

MACE WINDU: (long beat) No. He will not be trained. 

ANAKIN: (gasp) 

QUI-GON: No??!! 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Don't say I didn't warn you. 

ANAKIN: why... Why?!? Why are you rejecting me? I 
passed all your tests! 

MACE WINDU: He is too old. 

QUI-GON: In the ancient times, adults could be trained - 

MACE WINDU: (sharply) Let me finish. There is already 
far too much fear and anger in him. Even with an 
experienced Jedi Master training him, the vulnerability he 
will have to the Dark Side will be very difficult to overcome. 
And if he failed then, he would be a danger to everyone. 
Better that he not be trained than risk that. 

QUI-GON: He is the Chosen One! You must see it!! 

MACE WINDU: We see no such thing. The wording of 
the prophecy is notoriously vague. 

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) The Chosen One? 
Prophecy?? 

YODA: Hmm. Clouded, this boy's future is. Darkness 
hides within him. Masked by his youth. 

QUI-GON: This is the strongest Force-sensitive in 
existence...probably the strongest ever. 

ANAKIN: (whisper to himself) The strongest ever...? 



POOF: Potentially strongest. 

QUI-GON: Potentially yes. And he comes to our 
attention just as our ancient enemies emerge from the past. 
Surely you cannot think this to be coincidence? 

ADI GALLIA: The Sith may or may not have returned. 
That still has yet to be determined. We should not jump to 
conclusions. 

QUI-GON: Even so, with or without our training, Anakin 
will seek to harness his power - making it even more likely 
that he would fall to the Dark Side. The consequences then 
would be unthinkable. Knowing all this, you would abandon 
him?! ? 

MACE WINDU: We are not talking of abandoning him. 
We agree potential such as his cannot be wasted. We shall 
send him to the Reassignment Council. He could easily find 
work as a mechanic or a pilot, which we understand is 
something he does well and he loves. 

QUI-GON: (beat, then calmer) Anakin... would you 
accept such a fate? 

ANAKIN: I...(thinks, then squarely faces the Council) no. 
Tve always dreamed of being a Jedi Knight. I want nothing 
else. 

YODA: That is simply not possible. 

QUI-GON: (beat) I will train him, then. I take Anakin 
Skywalker as my Padawan Learner. 

OBI-WAN: (shocked) what...?!? 

YODA: An apprentice you have already, Qui-Gon. 
Impossible to take on a second. 

MACE WINDU: The code forbids it. We forbid it. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan is ready to be a Jedi Knight. 

OBI-WAN: I am?!? I - I am!! I am ready to face the 
trials!! 




YODA: (laughs) Ready so early are you? What know you 
of ready? Our own council we will keep on who is ready 

QUI-GON: He is headstrong, that is true. And he has 
much to learn about the living Force. But his heart is in the 
right place, and he is capable. There is little more he can 
learn from me. 

MACE WINDU: Look, now is not the time for this! 
Tomorrow, the Senate is voting for a new Supreme 
Chancellor. We are told Queen Amidala is returning home to 
Naboo, which will put pressure on the Federation, and 
could widen the confrontation. 

KI-ADI: And draw out the Queen's true attackers. 
Whoever they are, they will be quick to act on these new 
developments. Events are moving too fast for distractions 
such as this boy. 

ANAKIN: (angry whisper) Tm not a distraction. Tm a 
person. 

MACE WINDU: Go with the Queen to Naboo and 
discover the identity of the dark warrior. This is the clue we 
need to unravel the mystery of the Sith - specifically, if 
there truly are Sith. 

QUI-GON: And if there does turn out to be Sith...? 

YODA: Then reconsider the boy we shall. Young 
Skywalker's fate will be decided later. 

QUI-GON: I brought Anakin here; he must stay in my 
charge. He has nowhere else to go. 

MACE WINDU: He is your ward, Qui-Gon. We will not 
dispute that. 

YODA: But train him not. Take him with you, but train 
him not! 

MACE WINDU: Protect the Queen as best you can. But 
do not intercede if it comes to war until -and unless - we 



have the Senate's approval. We are in a precarious position 
with them as it is. 

YODA: May the Force be with you. 

QUI-GON: Come on, Obi-Wan. Anakin. 

Sound: The three walk off. Mace sighs. 

MACE WINDU: This was a case where there could be 
no right decision. Rejecting him was the sensible option. 

YODA: Convince me, you need not. Convincing yourself, 
you need to. 

MACE WINDU: The code is clear on this - we did the 
right thing. So why do I feel like weVe just made a huge 
mistake...? 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-7 INTERIOR - AIRCAR 

Sound: Whirring noise of aircar, wind, air traffic. 

ANAKIN: (quietly) Qui-Gon...thanks for standing up for 
me back there. 

QUI-GON: You deserved it. 

ANAKIN: May I ask you something? 

QUI-GON: Certainly. 

ANAKIN: What are...the Sith? 

OBI-WAN: (a warning note) Master... 

QUI-GON: It's all right, Obi-Wan. The Sith have been 
many things over the millennia. But first and foremost, they 
are servants of the Dark Side of the Force. 

ANAKIN: Master Yoda mentioned the Dark Side. I think 
I understand what that is. 

QUI-GON: The last known Sith were a group that 
splintered off the Jedi Order two thousand years ago. They 
waged war against the Republic and the Jedi for a thousand 
years. It finally came to head at the planet Ruusan. 
Countless thousands of Jedi and Sith alike were killed. 



ANAKIN: And the Jedi thought the Sith were gone for 
good? 

QUI-GON: At first. Then reports came that one Sith Lord 
had survived. A man named Darth Bane. He had an 
apprentice, and the Jedi learned that Bane had decided that 
from that point on, only two Sith would exist at any given 
time. He believed that would concentrate the power of the 
Dark Side, make it stronger. 

ANAKIN: Stronger than the Light Side? 

QUI-GON: So he thought. Of course, the Dark Side can 
never be stronger than the light. At any rate, the Jedi 
hunted Bane and his apprentice across the galaxy for years. 
Finally, Bane was killed, and his apprentice was believed to 
have been killed as well. There have been no sightings of 
the Sith since, and the Jedi presumed them to be extinct, 
(beat) Until now. 

ANAKIN: Td heard something of the Sith before. A year 
ago, I found a really old war droid in the junkyard. It had a 
holoprojector in it, and it talked some about the Sith. It 
showed an old battle. 

OBI-WAN: (surprised) Really? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. I asked Captain Thape about it, but 
all he said was that the Sith were evil, and the less said 
about them the better. Td been hunting around since, 
trying to learn more about them. 

QUI-GON: (lets out a breath) We found you just in time. 

ANAKIN: So...where does the Chosen One fit into all 
this? 

QUI-GON: The prophecy of the Chosen One states that - 

OBI-WAN: (sharply) Master, enough!! You've told him 
too much already! 

QUI-GON: He has a right to know why he's here, 
Padawan. 



OBI-WAN: That lore is for Jedi only. He's not a Jedf and 
he's nether going to be a Jedf so he doesn't need to be told! 

ANAKIN: (hurt whisper) Sorry... 

QUI-GON: There's no need to be sorry. It's not wrong to 
seek knowledge. 

OBI-WAN: It is sometimes. 

Sound: The aircar comes to a stop, docking with the 
landing platform. 

OBI-WAN: We're here. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, after you... 

Sound: The aircar door opens, and the three get out of 
the air car 

SCENE 9-8 EXTERIOR CORUSCANT - SENATE 
LANDING PLATEORM - NIGHT 

Sound: A slight wind, and the roar of the air traffic. 

ANAKIN: Looks like the Queen's not here yet. 

OBI-WAN: Ship appears intact, guards are outside... 
that's a relief. 

Sound: Artoo rolls up on his treads. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A GREETING. 

ANAKIN: Hi, Artoo. Is the ship okay? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

QUI-GON: Anakin, wait out here. Me and Obi-Wan need 
to check with Ric Olie, and make sure the ship's ready to 
launch. 

ANAKIN: Okay. 

QUI-GON: (walking up the ramp) We'll be right back... 

Sound: The two Jedi walk up the ramp. 

ARTOO: "WOO. " 

ANAKIN: Yeah, it is pretty out there, isn't it? All those 
lights and ships moving about. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CURIOUSITY. 



Sound: Artoo rolls up to the edge of the platform. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, I don't think you should get that close 
to the edge of the platform. You might - 

ARTOO: SQUEALS AS IT TIPS OVER. 

ANAKIN: ARTOO!!! Oh no - 

Sound: The growing roar of jet engines. 

ANAKIN: Wow! 

Sound: The jet noises peak and die down as Artoo lands 
on the platform with a thump. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, you be more careful! You're lucky 
you've got onboard jets! You'd have been splattered all over 
the ground.... wherever that is. 

ARTOO: BEEPS AND WHISTLES, A LITTLE WOOZY. 

Sound: The Jedi step back down the ramp. 

ANAKIN: Is the ship ready? 

QUI-GON: Yes. It's fully refueled and restocked. 

Sound: The roar of an airbus coming up. 

QUI-GON: Ah. Here come the Naboo pilots and guards. 
Senator Palpatine must have had them settled in another 
hotel. 

ANAKIN: Is Padme with them?!? 

QUI-GON: Easy, Anakin, easy... 

Sound: The airbus stops, and its doors open. Several 
people step out far away, and start walking up. The guards 
and pilots walk by under the following dialogue. 

OBI-WAN: Master, I'm going to ask Panaka to change 
the bunk arrangements and have Anakin sleep with the 
Naboo crew. I think the less he's around you, the better for 
you and him both. 

QUI-GON: I took him away from his mother. I owe it to 
her to protect him. 

OBI-WAN: I don't doubt for a moment you intend to 
train Anakin, whether the Council agrees or not. I will not 



give you that opportunity no matter how much I respect 
you. 

QUI-GON: Since when did the apprentice become the 
master? 

OBI-WAN: Since the master fell victim to delusions of 
grandeur. You've lost touch with the will of the Force. 

QUI-GON: The Jedi Code and the will of the Force are 
not always the same thing, as Tve said. In this matter, I 
believe I am seeing more clearly than the Council. 

OBI-WAN: Listen to yourself. Master!! You've become 
obsessed, (beat) Do you truly know this boy as well as you 
think? Do you really see him as the Chosen One? 

QUI-GON: (warning) Padawan - 

OBI-WAN: (interrupts) Or are you just seeing what you 
want to see and blinding yourself to everything else? 

QUI-GON: (hurt) How could I have trained you to be so 
disrespectful...? 

OBI-WAN: It's not disrespect. Master. It's the truth. 

QUI-GON: From your point of view... 

OBI-WAN: The boy is dangerous. I sense it. They all 
sense it. Why can't you? 

QUI-GON: His fate is uncertain, but he's not dangerous. 

OBI-WAN: Not yet. 

QUI-GON: (sharply) The Council will decide Anakin's 
future...that should be enough for you. Now get on board 
with the guards and pilots. 

OBI-WAN: (beat, then sadly) Fine. 

Sound: Obi-Wan walks off with the others. 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

Sound: Obi-Wan and the Naboo guards and pilots walk 
up the ramp, and Anakin walks up to Qui-Gon. 

ANAKIN: (sad) Master Qui-Gon...why does Obi-Wan 
hate me so much? 



QUI-GON: He doesn't hate you, Anakin. He just doesn't 
know you yet. In time, he'll start to see what I see in you. 

ANAKIN: He's afraid. 

QUI-GON: Yes, he is. He's afraid, after all these years, 
that I'm pushing him away. That I don't want him around 
me anymore, (sad) He could not be more wrong. 

ANAKIN: Is he your son? 

QUI-GON: (chuckle) He might as well be. Such is the 
bond between a master and an apprentice. But no. Obi-Wan 
was born on an Outer Rim world, just like you. His parents 
brought him to us as a baby, so that he could achieve his 
potential. He trained under Master Yoda until he was 
thirteen, then I took him as my learner. 

ANAKIN: He loves you. Very much. 

QUI-GON: As I love him. It's just...sometimes, he sees 
me as a fool. He's been trained to follow the Code to the 
letter, and always to trust the Council's word. He doesn't 
understand that even the Council is not infallible. Don't be 
too hard on him, Anakin. He's a bright young man, always 
willing to learn. And always wanting to do what's right. 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon, sir, I don't want to be a problem. Not 
between the two of you. 

QUI-GON: You won't be, Ani, you won't be. Now listen 
carefully - I'm not allowed to train you, so I want you to 
watch me and be mindful of what you see...always 
remember, your focus determines your reality. Stay close to 
me and you'll be safe. 

ANAKIN: Okay. Master, sir...I heard Yoda talking about 
midichlorians. I've been wondering... what are 
midichlorians? 

QUI-GON: Midichlorians are a microscopic lifeform that 
reside within all living cells. 

ANAKIN: They live inside of me? 



QUI-GON: Inside your cells, yes. And we are symbionts 
with the midichlorians. 

ANAKIN: Symbionts? 

QUI-GON: Life forms living together for mutual 
advantage. Without the midichlorians, life could not exist, 
and we would have no knowledge of the Force. They 
continually speak to us, telling us the will of the Force. 

ANAKIN: They do?? 

QUI-GON: When you learn to quiet your mind, you'll 
hear them speaking to you. 

ANAKIN: I don't understand. 

QUI-GON: With time and training, Ani...you will. You will. 

Sound: The roar of another airbus coming up. 

QUI-GON: Ah. There's the Queen now. 

ANAKIN: Guess we're leaving now. 

QUI-GON: That's right, Ani, we are. To the Queen's 
home wo rid. 

ANAKIN: What are we going to do there? 

QUI-GON: I don't know yet. 

Sound: The airbus docks. The door opens, and people 
start to walk up. 

ARTOO: BEEPS A GREETING. 

JAR-JAR: (coming up) Hello, Artoo. Hello, Ani. Yousa 
pass da Jedi test? 

ANAKIN: No, Jar-Jar, I didn't. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh. Wesa no hab no luck needer. Dis planet 
not bery friendly. 

ANAKIN: Where's Padme? I see Panaka and the 
Queen... 

QUI-GON: She must be with the handmaidens there. 

ANAKIN: I don't see her. Jar-Jar, was she with you guys? 

JAR-JAR: My no know. She wasen wid usen. Was she in 
da other airbus? 



ANAKIN: No, she wasn't! Qui-Gon, sir, we can't leave 
without her! 

PANAKA: (coming up) I'm sure she's already aboard the 
ship, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: But - 

QUI-GON: Anakin, forget it. Padme isn't important right 
now 

ANAKIN: (sigh, dejected) Yes, sir. 

AMIDALA: (coming up) Greetings, Jedi. Anakin. 

QUI-GON: Your Majesty, it is our pleasure to continue to 
serve and protect you. 

AMIDALA: I welcome your help. Senator Palpatine fears 
that the Federation means to destroy me. 

QUI-GON: I assure you, I will not allow that to happen. 
Your ship stands ready to launch. Come. 

Sound: People start up the ramp. 

PANAKA: Everyone aboard...next stop is Naboo. 

JAR-JAR: WESAGOIN HOOOOOMMMMME!!!! 

ANAKIN: Come on, Artoo! 

ARTOO: WHISTLES EXCITEDLY. 

Sound: The last footsteps (and droid treads) head up 
into the ship, and the ramp closes. As the music swells into 
a fanfare, the ship warms up and launches. 

SCENE 9-9 INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE 
ROOM - THEED - NIGHT 

Sound: Night sounds. Ambient palace sounds. The 
crackle of a holographic image. 

DOEINE: (on holograph) I am having to speak to you 
through a secured channel in the conference room. I don't 
trust these droids. 

NUTE: What have you found. Captain? 



DOFINE: I had a lifeform scan done of the planet's 
surface, on the pretext of looking for more of those 
underwater primitives. 

Sound: The holoimage changes slightly. 

DOFINE: What you see here is the lifeform readings 
from four of the prison camps, as of this time yesterday. The 
second scan was done 12 hours later - 

Sound: The holoimage changes again. 

DOFINE: - and as you see, 30 percent of those readings 
are now gone. As of an hour ago - 

Sound: The holoimage changes again. 

DOFINE: it was down to 45 percent of the original 

number. 

RUNE: (shaken) It is true then. We've been running 
death camps without even knowing it. 

DOFINE: Also, the number of ships picking up extracted 
plasma energy from Theed's power generator complex has 
risen sharply. Three ships in the last hour alone have left 
with their cargo holds bulging with tanks of that plasma. 

NUTE: Where are they going? 

DOFINE: They have refused to say. The droids will not 
let me press the matter, either. 

RUNE: This is very disturbing. It will be impossible to 
explain our actions now if the Senate sends an investigative 
team. 

NUTE: What is the latest word on the election. Captain? 

DOFINE: A three-way split in the Senate. It could go 
either way. 

NUTE: We might be able to trust Teem. But probably not 
Antilles, and certainly not Palpatine. If that one wins, he'll 
have Republic vessels on the way before he even finishes 
his inauguration speech. 



RUNE: Perhaps you could go to Coruscant and drum up 
support for Senator Teem. I can handle things here. 

NUTE: (sharply) I think not!! I am in charge here! (beat, 
then thoughtful) Still, something must be done - 

Sound: The holoimage shifts again. 

NUTE: Eh? TC-14? What do you want? 

TC-14: Sorry to interrupt. Viceroy, but we are receiving 
an urgent communique from Lord Sidious on his private 
comm frequency. 

NUTE: Captain, we'll have to continue this discussion 
later. Put him through, TC-14. 

Sound: The holoimage changes again. 

NUTE: Greetings, my Lord. I was getting worried. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Worried? About what? 

NUTE: We tried to contact you during the Senate 
sessions today. You did not answer. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes. I was monitoring the session. I 
was extremely pleased to see the Chancellor fail so 
completely. 

NUTE: Have you any word on who is likely to win? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Surprisingly, it seems Naboo's own 
senator is gaining a groundswell of support. It may very 
likely be he who wins tomorrow. 

NUTE: Palpatine?? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I was most surprised myself. It seems 
he has been quietly preparing for something like this for 
some time now. For all his claims to be a fair and just man, 
even he is not without ambition. 

NUTE: This is horrible news! My Lord, what are we to 
do? If he wins. Senate action against us will be inevitable - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Shut up and listen to me. The Queen 
has left Coruscant. She is on her way to you. 

NUTE: She is??! Tm sorry, I mean, I believe you, but - 



DARTH SIDIOUS: She has given up all hope. She has 
seen just how useless the Senate has become. 

NUTE: I swear we will make her sign the treaty, my 
Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Forget the treaty. I don't need it 
anymore. 

NUTE: You don't?? But...what about us? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I am pleased to say that she is of no 
further use to us. When she arrives, destroy her and 
everyone with her. 

NUTE: (taken aback) My Lord?? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You heard my orders. Carry them 
out. 

NUTE: (reluctantly) Yes, my Lord. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Viceroy, is the planet secure? 

NUTE: We have taken over the last pockets of primitive 
life forms. We are in complete control of the planet now. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Good. 

NUTE: But my Lord, the Senate -- 

DARTH SIDIOUS: I will see to it that in the Senate - no 
matter who wins the election - things stay as they are. I am 
sending my apprentice, Darth Maul, to join you. He will deal 
with the Jedi. 

NUTE: Yes, my Lord. 

Sound: The holoimage fades out. 

RUNE: A Sith here with us?!! 

NUTE: This does not make sense. Lord Sidious no longer 
needs the treaty.... and he doesn't seem to care who wins 
the election tomorrow.... 

RUNE: (panicked) They are planning to betray us! 
Perhaps we should contact the Republic and make a full 
confession. The Jedi will protect us - 



NUTE: Are you brainless?!? Confess to the Republic, 
with a Sith Lord in the same building as us? We would not 
survive an hour. And even if we did, far too many have been 
killed here. We are neck deep in Naboo blood - the 
Republic would execute us themselves. 

RUNE: Now Lord Sidious's behavior makes sense - he 
has gotten what he wanted out of this, and now will leave us 
to take the fall. 

NUTE: We have been stupid. And far too trusting. 

RUNE: But then what are we to do?!? I knew we should 
never have agreed to aid the Sith in their plans... 

NUTE: The Sith want the Queen dead - presumably to 
seal our fates. Perhaps we can use that to our advantage. 

RUNE: How do we do that? 

NUTE: (thinking as he speaks) Hmm...Somehow, we 
must capture her alive. Wedl make her sign the treaty... 

RUNE: So we keep the planet regardless of what 
happens. 

NUTE: Mm-hmm. And then we can tell the Sith that 
we'd had her executed. Once Lord Maul has left the planet, 
we will tell all to the Queen. Once she understands that we 
could have had her killed, but didn't, she can convince the 
Senate to give us asylum and protection. 

RUNE: How do we know Maul won't simply kill us before 
he leaves?!? And even if he doesn't, will he accept our word 
that we'd executed the Queen? 

NUTE: I know it is a long shot, but it is the only chance 
we have at this point!! We must take the Queen alive... 

Sound: Fade out. 


SCENE 9-10 EXTERIOR SPACECRAET HANGAR - 
CORUSCANT - DAY 



Sound: Hangar noises, and the humming of the 
Infiltrator in the background. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Make certain the Neimoidians kill 
Amidala. I sense growing uncertainty and deceit within 
them, especially the Viceroy. 

MAUL: I will. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: If at all possible, kill the Jedi 
separately. Do not try to defeat them both at once. 

MAUL: I have no doubt now that I can defeat them both, 
and at the same time. Rest assured, I will finish them. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Be mindful. Maul. Your 
overconfidence is your weakness. We are on the verge of 
total success - do not underestimate the Jedi. 

MAUL: I will be careful. Master. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Do not fail me again. 

MAUL: I will not. 

Sound: Maul walks up the Infiltrator's ramp. The ramp 
rises. 

HANGAR COMPUTER: Stand clear. Infiltrator vessel 
Scimitar is about to launch. Cloaking device activating. 

Sound: A whirring noise as the cloaking device comes 
on. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (cold whisper) Do not fail me again... 

Sound: A roaring noise as the engines ignite, and the 
Infiltrator takes off and flies away. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 9-11 INTERIOR SPACE - NABOO SPACECRAET 
COCKPIT - MORNING 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. Ric Olie snores 
lightly, and shifts in his chair. The door opens, and Anakin 
walks in slowly. 



ANAKIN: (whisper) Wow. All these buttons, and lights... 
the simulators looked nothing like this... 

Sound: Anakin presses a few buttons. 

ANAKIN: (reading from the panel) Holding stee...steady 
on course. Time to re...rever...reversion to realspace, one 
hour four minutes. Huh. Where's the engine display...? 

RIC OLIE: (waking up) Hnnn..wh...WH-HEY!! What are 
you doing there!! Get away from that console!! 

ANAKIN: (jumping) Yahh!! Tm sorry!! 1 didn't touch 
nothing!! 1 swear!! 

RIC OLIE: (yawning) Oh, it's you. The kid. 

ANAKIN: (surly) My name's Anakin. 

RIC OLIE: Sorry - Anakin. Hey Embry, why didn't you 
wake me up? 

EMBRY: (in the back) What, and disturb your beauty 
sleep? 

ANAKIN: 1 was just looking over the cockpit controls. 
I've never been in a real starship before. 

RIC OLIE: Well, you shouldn't be snooping around stuff 
like this. You don't know any of this stuff. You could've 
gotten us in trouble. 

ANAKIN: Yes 1 do! That display there shows the amount 
of plasma being pumped into the hyperdrive generator, and 
that one shows the extra-dimensional field generated by the 
ship! 

RIC OLIE: Wh...(yawns again, shakes his head) Wow - 
guess you do know some of this stuff. Where'd you learn all 
that? 

ANAKIN: From helping put some engines back together 
at Watto's. Plus 1 played some piloting simulators at the 
Arena. Always got high-score, too! 

RIC OLIE: You did, huh? Well, this is a lot different from 
some kid's game. It's real complex, (flips a few switches) 



Hmm...portside shield generator's a little off... 

ANAKIN: It's not all that hard to figure out. I can 
already tell which is the landing gear switch, and which is 
the hyperdrive throttle. Right there. 

RIC OLIE: Now I know they don't have that in any 
simulators. Who pointed that out to you? 

ANAKIN: Nobody. I just guessed. It looked like the right 
place to put it. 

RIC OLIE: Huh. That's some great guessing, kid. Tell 
you what - we're still an hour off from Naboo. Autopilot's on 
already - I'll program up some simulator scenarios for you. 
Give us both something to do. 

ANAKIN: Cool! Thanks! 

RIC OLIE: Embry, let us know when we're getting close 
to reversion, all right? 

EMBRY: Will do. 

RIC OLIE: (presses some buttons) This is gonna be 
realistic, now, not some torqued-up game. You're gonna 
need some quick reflexes to last for very long. 

ANAKIN: (stating the obvious) I am a Podracer. 

RIC OLIE: Oh yeah - I forgot about that. All right, kid, 
get over here. There's the piloting controls. 

ANAKIN: (awed) Wizard... 

RIC OLIE: Since we've got no weapons, you'll have to 
use (presses some buttons) that button there to fire. These 
two are the power shifters, and the shield switch is always 
on the right. 

ANAKIN: That lever there? 

RIC OLIE: That's the throttle. Middle's zero, forward to 
move ahead, back to reverse. 

ANAKIN: ...and that one? 

RIC OLIE: Those are the forward stabilizers. 

ANAKIN: And those two control the pitch? 



RIC OLIE: You catch on pretty quick. Okay here's the 
first mission. You're protecting a pair of freighters 
containing a volatile chemical. If the freighters are shaken 
up too much, or their shields drop below twenty percent, 
they explode. You have three wingmen, and you're about to 
face a pirate attack. Ready? 

ANAKIN: Ready! 

RIC OLIE: (presses buttons) Go! 

Sound: The noises of simulated battle - engine noises, 
lasers firing, small explosions. 

RIC OLIE: Watch it - three fighters coming in on your 
four! 

ANAKIN: I'm on it! 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, yeah, that's it - great going. Take it to 
'em... 

SCENE 9-12 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
COCKPIT - NEXT TO MAIN LIET 

Sound: The battle game sounds and Ric's voice continue, 
but in the distance. 

RIC OLIE: Man, you are good...five pirates down - six - 
yeah, target those ion cannons... 

Sound: The main lift opens behind Obi-Wan. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Padawan? 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Master. I was just...keeping an eye 
on the boy. 

QUI-GON: You're starting to see it now, aren't you? The 
unnatural skill, the speed, the flow in his movements... 

OBI-WAN: He has the power, I won't deny it. But I also 
see the enjoyment he takes out of his actions, the 
excitement. He'd have to learn to give that up...to view 
everything and everyone around him dispassionately, (sigh) 
The older you get, the more set in your ways you become... 



(bit of self-realization) and the harder it is... to adapt to 
something new. 

QUI-GON: He can do it. I know he can. He just needs 
someone to show him the right way. 

OBI-WAN: (speaking as much about himself as Anakin) 
But would his spirit be broken in the process...? 

QUI-GON: Come. The Queen has requested our 
presence in the reception room. 

OBI-WAN: (sigh) Not another mock duel... 

QUI-GON: I think we're well past that point. Come on. 

Sound: The lift door opens and closes again. A brief hum 
as the lift turns around. The door opens again. 

SCENE 9-13 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - 
QUEEN'S AUDIENCE CHAMBER 

Sound: Ambient spacecraft noises. 

JAR-JAR: Hello, Quiggon. Obi-One. 

OBI-WAN: What are you doing here? 

JAR-JAR: My no know. Da Queen ask for my to be here 
too. 

PANAKA: Here they are, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: Excellent. Master Qui-Gon, Obi-Wan, Jar-Jar, 
stand before me. 

JAR-JAR: (uncertain whisper) Da Queen seems different 
somehow. Did yousa notice...? 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) Yes, I have. I noticed it back at the 
landing platform. The whole sense of the Force around her 
is different. Almost as though she were a different... 
person... 

AMIDALA: I have called you here to discuss our 
strategy when we land on Naboo. Master Qui-Gon, where 
did you initially land on Naboo? 



QUI-GON: In the swamp areas east of Naboo, near Lake 
Paonga. 

AMIDALA: We shall land there, then. 

PANAKA: I still don't understand why you insisted on 
making this trip. 

AMIDALA: When we land on Naboo, I intend to end this 
invasion. My people have suffered enough. 

PANAKA: As soon as we land the Federation will arrest 
you, and force you to sign the treaty. 7f they don't simply kill 
you on the spot! 

QUI-GON: I agree...I'm not sure what you would wish to 
accomplish by this. 

AMIDALA: I will take back what's ours. 

PANAKA: There are too few of us. Your Highness. We 
have no army! 

QUI-GON: And I can only protect you. Your Highness. I 
can't fight a war for you. 

AMIDALA: Nor would I ask you to. Master Jedi. If what I 
plan comes to pass, the people of Naboo will fight that 
battle themselves...aii the people of Naboo. Jar-Jar Binks! 

JAR-JAR: (puzzled) Mesa, Your Highness? 

AMIDALA: Yes. I need your help. 

PANAKA: The Gungan?!? What help could he possibly 
be? 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar, listen to me. When we land, I want 
you to return to Otoh Gunga, and ask the leaders to meet 
with me. They can decide the place. 

QUI-GON: Meet with the Gungans? 

PANAKA: Why? 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar told me that the Gungans have a 
great army. With their aid, we can - 

PANAKA: They are fierce warriors, I agree. But spears 
and slings aren't going to be any match for those droids! 



OBI-WAN: r m afraid you may find convincing them very 
difficult. They have no love lost for the Naboo. 

AMIDALA: Tm going to try to correct that. 

JAR-JAR: Booh yousa Highness...da Gungans no like my 
needer! Deysa kill my if my go back again! 

QUI-GON: He does have a point. 

AMIDALA: I have an answer to that as well. 

Sound: A strange, tiny shimmering noise. 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar, stand before me, and accept this 
token. I want you to present it to the Gungan leaders. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, is that what I think it is?? 

AMIDALA: It is. 

PANAKA: (awed) The sigil of the Globe of Peace. 

OBI-WAN: What is it? It looks like plasma energy 
encased in that little ball... 

PANAKA: It is. A smaller replica of a larger globe 
presented to Queen Zenda by the Gungans hundreds of 
years ago, to seal the peace treaty between them. 

AMIDALA: It will show them that you have my favor, 
and that I am serious about meeting with them. The treaty 
made it clear the token was to be used only in the direst of 
emergencies. 

JAR-JAR: M...my honored by dis, yousa Highness. My 
take good care of it. 

PANAKA: I think somebody should accompany him - 

JAR-JAR: No! Dat no needed! Mesa no let yousa down, 
yousa Highness! Yousa da first one who ever beliv in my. My 
talk da Boss Nass into helpin'. Someway... 

Music: Transition. 


SCENE 9-14 INTERIOR NABOO CRUISER COCKPIT - 
DAY 



Sound: Ambient cockpit noises. Sounds of simulated 
space battle on the console. 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, yeah, one more, one more - YEAHH!!! 
Attaboy, Anakin!! 

Sound: One last explosion, and the battle noises end. 

ANAKIN: YEEAAHH!! I DID IT!! 

RIC OLIE: Every last one of those pirates gone, along 
with their mothership - and the freighter's shields never 
got below sixty percent. Incredible!! Hey, have you ever 
considered joining a starfighter squadron? 

ANAKIN: You mean a real one?? 

RIC OLIE: Uh huh. I don't know if the Queen would 
allow someone so young to join up, but I could put in a good 
word for you. 

ANAKIN: I...I don't know. I mean.... I've got other things 
I've gotta do. 

RIC OLIE: Like what? 

ANAKIN: Well - 

Sound: The door opens, and Panaka and Obi-Wan enter. 

PANAKA: (sharply) What's the boy doing here? 

RIC OLIE: Oh, we were just killing time, sir. 

PANAKA: Well, go on kid. We're about to leave 
hyperspace. 

ANAKIN: (dejected) Yes, sir. 

Sound: The door opens and closes as Anakin leaves. 

OBI-WAN: How'd he do? 

RIC OLIE: A lot better than most of the pilots in Bravo 
squadron, that's for damn sure. 

PANAKA: Get that battle scenario off the screen. We're 
approaching the Naboo system. 

RIC OLIE: I 've been keeping my eye on it. Thirty 
seconds to reversion. 



PANAKA: Shields up, full forward. After what happened 
last time, they're really gonna give us a fight coming in. Did 
we restock our repair droids? 

RIC OLIE: Yeah, droid bay's full now. Shields ready. 

OBI-WAN: Fifteen seconds. Sublight engines prepped. 

PANAKA: If you know any good prayers, now's the time. 

OBI-WAN: May the Force be with us. 

RIC OLIE: Five...four...three...two... 

Sound: The hyperdrive pitches down, and the ship 
rumbles with deceleration. The sublight engines ignite. 

PANAKA: What the...?!? The blockade's gone! There's 
no ships. 

OBI-WAN: (sigh of relief) Of course. The war's over... 
There's no need for a blockade when you control the port. 

PANAKA: Well, at least we were prepared for trouble. 

RIC OLIE: We may have trouble yet. I have one 
battleship on my scope, in low orbit. 

OBI-WAN: Let me see. It's a droid control ship. Used to 
control the surface forces. 

PANAKA: They've probably spotted us. 

OBI-WAN: We haven't much time.... (hits some buttons) 
Keep us as far from that ship as you can, Ric. Land us... 
here. Near this lake. 

RIC OLIE: All right. What are we gonna do there, if you 
don't mind my asking? 

OBI-WAN: Try to pull off a diplomatic miracle. 

RIC OLIE: Oh...kay. Sorry I asked. Entering outer 
atmosphere. Tell the Queen we'II be landing in a few 
minutes. 

PANAKA: We'II need to set out from the ship 
immediately upon landing. The Federation will be quick to 
try and capture us. There's no going back now. 




OBI-WAN: Let's hope the Gungans are more willing to 
listen. 

PANAKA: Let's hope the Gungans aren't willing to do 
the Federation a favor by killing us... 

Sound: The engine roar grows louder, and then fades 
with other noises for transition. 

NARRATOR: Two-dozen men, women, children and 
droids. Trapped on what has now become enemy territory, 
with no avenue of escape. As the galaxy beyond braces itself 
for momentous change, it falls to this tiny group to free an 
entire planet from the grip of an unfeeling, 
uncompromising robotic enemy. And beyond them...the 
Sith. 

Music: Star Wars End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER TEN: 

"THE QUEEN'S GAMBIT" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Darth Maul Artoo Detoo 

Captain Daultay Define Kaadu 

Captain Gordon Panaka Peko Peko 

Qui- G on J inn N unas 

Obi-Wan Kenobi R2 Astromech 

Jar-Jar Binks Droids 

Anakin Sky walker 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Lieutenant Rune Haako 

Battle Droid OOM-9 

Battle Droid #1 

Captain Tarpals 

Gungan Guard 

Sabe 

Boss Nass 
Darth Sidious 
Gungan Lookout 
Gungan Soldiers 
Naboo Soldiers 
Ric Olie 



Battle Droid #2 

Lieutenant Gavyn Sykes 

Battle Droid #3 

Bravo Two (Porro Dolphe) 

Bravo Five (Ellberger) 

NARRATOR: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based on 
the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Ten: 'The 
Queen's Gambit." 

Music: Star Wars Main Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away, 
there came a time of crisis, when a Republic was attacked 
by enemies from within. When her homeworld, Naboo, 
became a prison world of the Trade Federation, Queen 
Amidala sought the Republic's help. Her pleas fell on deaf 
ears, as the members of the Senate were only concerned 
with their own fortunes. Realizing that the only one who 
can save her people now is her, Amidala has returned to 
Naboo with the Jedi Knights Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan 
Kenobi, as well as would-be Jedi apprentice Anakin 
Skywalker. 

Sound: Ambient spaceship noises. A hyperdrive pitches 
down, and the ship decelerates. The sublight engines 
activate. 

NARRATOR: Even as her ship sets down, the hidden 
architects of Naboo's conquest - the Dark Lords of the Sith 
- are moving to destroy her and end all hope of life and 
freedom for Naboo's suffering people... 

SCENE 10-1 INTERIOR SITH INEILTRATOR - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: A few buttons are pressed. 



MAUL: They must have found it. No matter. They are 
somewhere on that planet. 

Sound: A beeping noise from the console. 

DOFINE: (on comm) Unidentified Sienar courier, this is 
the Trade Federation vessel Saa'kak. This system is now 
controlled by the Trade Federation, and no unauthorized 
vessels are allowed to - 

MAUL: (presses a button) This is your employer 
speaking. I have been sent by Lord Sidious to take charge 
of your bungled operation. Let me speak to the Viceroy. 

DOFINE: (thrown) Th-the Viceroy is on the planet below, 
in the royal palace. 

MAUL: Open a channel to him. 

DOFINE: T m - Tm afraid he's asleep - it is early 
morning on Theed. He has asked not to be disturbed - 

MAUL: Fine. Til land at Theed and wake him up myself. 

DOFINE: I can't just let you land without any 
confirmation of who - 

MAUL: (strange tone in his voice) Yes. You can. And you 
will. 

DOFINE: L..I can. And I will. 

MAUL: (deactivates comm) Sleeping on the job, eh? 
Well, Viceroy, I'm afraid you're in for a rude awakening. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 10-2 EXTERIOR NABOO - JUNGLE - DAY 

Sound: The ambient noises of the jungle - except that 
there's not much, if any, animal noises. The hissing of the 
Naboo spacecraft's ramp, followed by a thud as it lands on 
the wet ground. Several sets of footsteps, and the grunting 
of Naboo guards, as they carry several large items down 
the ramp. 



PANAKA: Come on, come on, move move move!! Get 
those crates out of here! Blasters over there, proton 
grenades over there!! I want us out of this ship and well 
into the swamps in ten minutes! 

Sound: Another set of footsteps on the ramp. 

PANAKA: Jedi...do you sense anything? 

QUI-GON: No. So far, there are no droids anywhere 
near us. I don't think we need to hurry that much - we need 
to give Jar-Jar time to get to Otoh Gunga and back. Obi- 
Wan? 

OBI-WAN: (coming down the ramp) We're here. Master. 
Jar-Jar, you've got the sigil? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. Itsen right under my shirt. 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, take him out to the lake. We'll wait 
here. 

OBI-WAN: Right. Come on. Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa comen... 

Sound: Obi-Wan and Jar-Jar walk off into the jungle. 

PANAKA: How long you figure that's gonna take? For 
him to get there, talk to the Gungans, and come back with 
their answer? 

QUI-GON: At least an hour. 

PANAKA: An hour... 

QUI-GON: This ship is well concealed beneath the trees. 
I suspect the Neimoidians will be overconfident and slow to 
act. 

PANAKA: I hope you're right. While I've got you out 
here.... have a look at this. 

Sound: Panaka puts something in Qui-Gon's hands. 

QUI-GON: What is it? 

PANAKA: While we were on Coruscant, I ordered a 
complete sweep of the ship. We found this and deactivated 



it. I don't think it's of Federation manufacture, but I know 
it's not from Naboo. 

QUI-GON: A tracking beacon. That explains how the 
Federation tracked us to Tatooine. 

PANAKA: How, yes - but not why. It doesn't make sense. 
They had the ship well guarded, they had no way of 
knowing we would try to escape, so why would the invasion 
force plant this on the Queen's vessel? 

QUI-GON: Unless it was there before the invasion... 

PANAKA: That thought also occurred to me. And I don't 
like the implications of that. 

QUI-GON: Neither do I. 

SCENE 10-3 INTERIOR NABOO SPACECRAET - MAIN 
HOLD 

Sound: Transition to interior spacecraft sounds (much 
lower since the ship is powered down). Lots of moving 
around, shifting crates, etc. The lift door opens and Anakin 
steps out. 

ANAKIN: Padme!! Hi! Where have you been? 

PADME: Oh - Anil I'm just...uh...what was the question? 

ANAKIN: I asked what happened to you. You weren't on 
either of the airbuses on Coruscant, and the Queen said you 
had been on an errand. 

PADME: Well, I was. Um...I.... I returned to the ship 
ahead of everyone else. 

ANAKIN: (a bit mystified) Oh. 

PADME: The Queen told me you asked about me, 
though. That was so sweet. What are you doing here? 

ANAKIN: F m with Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan...but...they're 
not going to let me be a Jedi. 

PADME: Who, the Jedi Council? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. 



PADME: Why? 

ANAKIN: They say I'm too old to be trained...(sigh) but I 
think they wanted me to fail. Especially Master Yoda. He's 
afraid of me. They all are. I can't understand why...they 
weren't anything like the Jedi in the stories. 

PADME: Well, maybe it just wasn't meant to be... 

ANAKIN: You don't understand - I have to become a 
Jedi! If I don't, my mom will never be free! I know it - I can 
feel it in my heart! I have to convince them somehow...have 
to.... 

PADME: Well, they can still change their minds. Don't 
give up hope, okay? 

ANAKIN: I'll try not to. Where are we? 

PADME: In the swamps of Naboo. Near the home of Jar- 
Jar's people. I really wish they hadn't brought you...this is 
going to be dangerous, Ani. 

ANAKIN: Is it? I can help... 

PADME: (whisper) I doubt it. 

ANAKIN: Looks like everybody's packing up to leave. 
Where are we going? 

PADME: To war. I'm afraid. 

ANAKIN: Against the Federation? 

PADME: Yes. (starts to say "I", but stops herself in time) 
The Queen has had to make the most difficult decision of 
her life. She doesn't believe in fighting, Ani, she never has. 
We are a peaceful people...but... (whispers, as much to 
herself as to Anakin) ...but sometimes, you have to fight. 
You have no other choice. Either you fight...or you die. 

ANAKIN: Will there be a battle? 

PADME: I'm afraid so. 

ANAKIN: Will you be involved? 

PADME: Ani, I don't have a choice. 

ANAKIN: I want to help...I'm glad you're back. 



PADME: Tm glad to see you again too. But Tm not even 
sure / can make a difference here. 

SCENE 10-4 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP - DAY 

Sound: Swamp noises. Troops continue to unload crates 
down the boarding ramp in the distance. Obi-Wan walks up 
to Qui-Gon. 

OBI-WAN: Jar-Jar is on his way to the Gungan city 
Master. 

QUI-GON: (distracted) Good. 

OBI-WAN: (long beat) What is it? 

QUI-GON: The Sith. I can sense him. He's here on this 
world. Looking for us. 

OBI-WAN: You can sense his presence in the Force? 

QUI-GON: Now that I know what to look for. And Tm not 
confusing his presence with Anakin and you. He's looking 
for us...and he's eager for battle. 

OBI-WAN: All the more reason Jar-Jar's mission has to 
succeed. Do you think the Queen's idea will work? 

QUI-GON: I don't know. The Gungans will not be easily 
swayed, and we cannot use our power to help her persuade 
them. 

OBI-WAN: All we can do is protect her. Even as she's 
going into a war we can have no part of 

QUI-GON: It is a fine line we walk. 

OBI-WAN: (another beat, then tentatively) I'm...I'm 
sorry for my behavior. Master. It's not my place to disagree 
with you about the boy. And I am grateful that you think I 
am ready to take the trials. 

QUI-GON: You have been nothing but honest to me. 
Honesty is never wrong. I wasn't lying to the Council when I 
said you were ready. Obi-Wan. You are. 

OBI-WAN: Thank you. 



QUI-GON: You have been a good apprentice, Obi-Wan. 
And you are a much wiser man than I am. I foresee you will 
become a great Jedi Knight. You will make me proud. 

OBI-WAN: If I do, it will be because of what you taught 
me. 

Sound: Captain Panaka comes up, followed by several 
others. 

PANAKA: We're ready. The ship is completely unloaded. 
QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, if you'll lead the way? 

OBI-WAN: Follow me, everyone. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 10-5 INTERIOR OTOH GUNGA - CITY SQUARE 

Sound: The membrane warbling as Jar-Jar enters the 
underwater city. And then...nothing. No sound at all. 

JAR-JAR: (echoing loudly) Hello?? HELLO?!? Where das 
everybody? (stunned whisper) Where....wha....whatsen 
happen here?? Everyting shot up.... dead Gungans on da 
ground...ohhh nooo.... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 10-6 INTERIOR ROYAL PALACE - BEDROOM - 
DAY 

Sound: Fade in on Nute's snoring. With a snarl. Maul 
flings off the bed cover and (literally) kicks Nute out of bed. 

NUTE: Wh-WHAAl! Are they attacking?!? (shivering 
with sudden terror) Wh....oohhhh, you.... 

MAUL: Take your clothes and your head covering and 
get out of here!! This is now my quarters. 

NUTE: The cover, please - I am naked... 

Sound: Maul tears the cover in half before Nute, then 
flings it at him. 



MAUL: Take it. And send someone to remove the traces 
of your presence here. 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 10-7 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP LAKE - DAY 

Sound: Jar-Jar walks out of the water, shaking himself 
dry. 

ANAKIN: There he is! 

PANAKA: About time. You think we're far enough from 
the ship, Qui-Gon? 

QUI-GON: For now. 

ARTOO: “WOO." 

JAR-JAR: (coming up) Dare-sa nobody dare. Da Gungan 
city is deserted. Some kinda fight, mesa tinks. 

PADME: This is terrible news.... 

OBI-WAN: Do you think they've been taken to the camps 
with the other Naboo? 

PANAKA: More likely they were wiped out. 

JAR-JAR: Dere were Gungan bodies on da ground. But 
all'n'dem? No...mesa no tink so. Gungan hiden. 

QUI-GON: Hiding. Do you know where they are, Jar-Jar? 

JAR-JAR: Uh-huh. When in trouble, Gungans go to 
sacred place. Mackineeks no find them dare. 

PADME: What's the “sacred place?" 

JAR-JAR: Dey ruins in da deep swamps, from da peoples 
who were here before da Gungans or da Naboo. Da 
Gungans take care of it. Mesa show you. (moving off) Come 
on, mesa show you! 

Sound: The group starts to follow Jar-Jar through the 
swamp. 

QUI-GON: You notice he's getting braver, Padme? That 
advice Anakin gave him seems to be working. 

PADME: He's not the only one. 



Music: Transition. 


SCENE 10-8 INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
THRONE ROOM 

Sound: The door to the throne room is thrown open. 

NUTE: Wha - Oh. You. 

MAUL: What were you two just talking about? 

RUNE: Er...just...our attempts to find the Queen. 

MAUL: How is that going? 

NUTE: Our orbiting ship and the troops on the ground 
have been alerted to watch out for the Queen's ship. She 
will be spotted as soon as she enters Naboo's atmosphere. 

MAUL: She is already here. 

NUTE AND RUNE: Impossible!! 

MAUL: She left Coruscant last night. I am aware how 
fast that ship can travel. She's been here for at least a few 
hours. How is security in this city? 

NUTE: We.. .we have patrols sweeping the city every 
fifteen minutes - 

MAUL: Make it every five. 

RUNE: There are still pockets of resistance throughout 
the city. Should we not keep the troops spread out? 

MAUL: Do you think the Queen will simply wait for you 
to pick her up? Think, cretin. Where do you think she'll be 
heading? 

NUTE: (activates comlink) Viceroy to OOM-9. I want 
patrols moved to five minutes apart! 

OOM-9: (on comlink) Confirmed. 

Sound: Nute deactivates his comlink. 

MAUL: There should be surveillance at all times. 
Infrared sensors to alert the patrols. 

NUTE: We will arrange it. The Queen cannot hide from 
us. Everything is under control - 



Sound: The comlink beeps. 

NUTE: Er... 

MAUL: Answer it. Or Til throw you over a waterfall. 

NUTE: (beeps comlink) Yes? 

BATTLE DROID: We have located the Queen's starship. 
Fifteen kilometers east of Theed, near the shore of Lake 
Paonga. 

NUTE: Uh...have you captured her? 

BATTLE DROID: The ship is deserted, and the trail 
leading from it has been muddled. Infrared sensors are 
inconclusive in this climate. 

NUTE: S-send out patrols for search for them!! 
(deactivates comlink) 

MAUL: "Everything is under control/' you say? You'll 
pay for your incompetence, Gunray. Now we must contact 
Lord Sidious... 

Sound: Fade out for transition. 

SCENE 10-9 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP - DAY 

Sound: The animal noises in this part of the swamp are 
louder. The group is splashing up puddles as they trudge 
through bushes. 

ANAKIN: Can we stop to rest soon? We've been walking 
for hours. My legs are tired. 

JAR-JAR: Wesa nearly dere. Yousa can rest den. 

OBI-WAN: Jar-Jar, are you sure you know where you're 
going this time? 

PANAKA: This time? What do you mean, this time?!? 

JAR-JAR: (loudly) My know where my going!! Give my a 
chancae! 

QUI-GON: Your Highness, have you given any thought as 
to what you will say to the Gungans, in light of the 
Federation's attack on them? They will likely blame you. 



AMIDALA: I... 

PADME: (quickly) Tm sure the Queen will express her 
deepest regrets over what has happened, and remind the 
Gungans that they now share a common enemy with us. 

QUI-GON: (as if confirming something to himself) Mm- 
hmm. 

PADME: (sigh, then whisper) I can't keep doing this... 

ANAKIN: Doing what? 

JAR-JAR: Stop, ebryone. (sniffs the air) Dissen it. 

OBI-WAN: We're here? The swamp doesn't look any 
different... 

JAR-JAR: (makes a strange chittering noise) 

Sound: Beat, then a crashing noise through the bushes, 
followed by the clip-clops and snorts of kaadus. The Naboo 
guards and pilots mutter darkly to themselves. 

PANAKA: Settle down, men! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Spred out! Cover dese 
outlaunders, and shock 'em if dey pull out deysa weapons! 
All'n yousa, keeps yousa hands where my can eyeball dem! 

OBI-WAN: This seems uncomfortably familiar. 

JAR-JAR: Heyo-dalee, Captain Tarpals. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Binks!! Noah gain! Why yousen 
always showin' up where dere's trubble?!? 

JAR-JAR: Wesa comen to see da boss. Disn here is 
Queen Amidoll of da Naboo. She comen here to ask for hep. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Hep? HEP?!? After all dem 
maccaneks did to usen, yousen Naboo asking for hep?!? 
(groan) It's ouchtime for yousa, Binks... Ouch time for all-n 
yousa, mebbe. Guards! Take dem into da ruins! 

GUNGAN GUARD: Move, yousa!! 

Music: Transition. 



SCENE 10-10 EXTERIOR NABOO SACRED TEMPLE 
RUINS - DAY 

Sound: Same as previous scene, only now joined by wild 
lines from Gungans of all types - men, women and children, 
talking in low and sad tones. 

PADME: (quietly) Do you think the prison camps look 
anything like this, Gordon? 

PANAKA: Probably worse. All these refugees...at least 
they can live off the land. Our people probably haven't been 
given the chance. 

PADME: These are the ones our people have been afraid 
of all this time? We've all been blind. 

PANAKA: I think you're right. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Stop right here, all'n yousa. 
(loudly) Your Honor...Queen Amidoll of da Naboo! 

JAR-JAR: (very nervous) Uhhh.h-hello-dalee Big Boss 

Nass, Your Honor. 

BOSS NASS: Jar-Jar Binks, yousa payen dis time. Who's 
da uss-en others?? 

AMIDALA: (strangely hesitant and tense) I am Queen 
Amidala of the Naboo...I come before you in peace. 

BOSS NASS: Ah.... Naboo biggen. Why yousen visit 
usen? Hasn't yousa done enuff? Yousen trying to get all'n 
usen pasted?? 

AMIDALA: Th-that is not our in..intent... 

BOSS NASS: Yousa bringen da Mackineeks. Deysa 
busten uss-en omm, pasted usen famlies. Wesa lucky as 
many Gungans get away as dey did. Yousa all bombad. 
Yousa all die'n, mesa tink. 

ANAKIN: Uh oh... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Guards, stand ready! Spark- 
ouchees to full! 

Sound: The guards move into position. 




PANAKA: We may have to fight our way out of here... 

AMIDALA: It...it was not our fault the Federation 
attacked you...we share a common enemy... 

BOSS NASS: Not yousen fault? Den why did da 
maccaneks crunch yousa first?? And who was it who told da 
maccaneks where wesa were, mmm? 

AMIDALA: We have searched you out, because we wish 
to form an alliance... 

PADME: (loudly) Your Honor... 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A QUIET “UH-OH..." 

BOSS NASS: K-k-k-k-k.... 

ANAKIN: What? Padme, what're you doing...?? 

PADME: Sabe, Tm sorry, this is something Tve got to do 
myself... 

BOSS NASS: Whosa dis? 

PADME: I am Queen Amidala. 

JAR-JAR: HUH?!? 

ARTOO: WHISTLES IN ASTONISHMENT. 

ANAKIN: (stunned) Wha.... Padme's the Queen?!? 

OBI-WAN: (lightly) I knew it all the time. Didn't you. 
Master? 

QUI-GON: (lightly) Oh, absolutely. 

PADME: This woman in my uniform is Sabe, my 
decoy...my protection...my loyal bodyguard. Anakin, Jedi...I 
am truly sorry for my deception, but under the 
circumstances it has become necessary to protect myself in 
this manner. I hope you understand. 

QUI-GON: We do, your Highness. 

BOSS NASS: Is mesa supposen to be impressed wid all 
dis lying? 

PADME: Boss Nass, I understand if you don't agree with 
my tactics. Although we do not always agree. Your Honor, 




our two great societies have always lived in peace...until 
now. 

BOSS NASS: Ahh. Dat muchen is true. 

PADME: The Trade Federation has destroyed all that we 
have worked so hard to build. You are in hiding, my people 
are in camps. If we do not act quickly all will be lost forever. 
I ask you to help us...no, I begyoM to help us. 

Sound: Rustling of cloth as Padme bows before Nass. 
Panaka, the guards, and the handmaidens gasp, and there 
is a startled mutter amongst the Gungans. 

PADME: I beg you...on my knees.... help us. We are your 
humble servants. Everyone in my group... Anakin, Captain, 
Jedi, guards, pilots, Sabe.... bow, please. 

Sound: Multiple rustling of cloth as the entire Naboo 
group reluctantly drops to their knees. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa bowin too. Your Honor. 

PADME: Our fate is your hands. Boss Nass. Do as you 
will. We will not fight you. 

BOSS NASS: Mmm.... (long beat, then) Ha! 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!! Yousa no tinken yousa greater den 
da Gungans? 

PADME: No. You are perhaps wiser, in your way, than 
me or my people. 

BOSS NASS: (chuckles) Meeesa lika dis! Mesa never 
tought mesa see a Naboo eber bowing before a Gungan, let 
alone a Queen! HAHAHAHAHA!!!!!! 

PADME: Then you will not kill us? We can be friends? 

BOSS NASS: Maybe... wesa... bein friends, (gibbers 
loudly) 

EVERYONE: CHEERS. 

BOSS NASS: Get up. Queen Amidoll! Wesa fight da 
maccaneks - and wesa take back our wo rid!! 

JAR-JAR: YIPPEEE!!! 




Sound: Fade out on cheers. 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 10-11 INTERIOR NABOO PALACE - THRONE 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: The buzz and hum of a holograph. Far off sound 
of waterfalls and birds, indicating the throne room. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You say the Queen has not landed at 
the palace. Where did she go, then? 

NUTE: Our droid patrols located the Queen's vessel in 
the swamps near Lake Paonga. We had rousted a village of 
primitive lifeforms from their underwater city the day 
before. Perhaps she sought their aid. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: She would seek the aid of the 
Gungans? That is desperation indeed. 

MAUL: Master, I am uneasy with the Queen allying 
herself with the Gungans. Primitive they may be, but they 
should not be disregarded out of hand. 

RUNE: Any aid the primitives give the Queen would be 
useless. They have been forced out of their underwater 
element. In a ground attack, we would have the advantage. 

NUTE: We've sent out patrols. We already located their 
starship in the swamp.... It won't be long. My Lord. We shall 
recapture her. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: This is an unexpected move for her. 
It's too aggressive... I wonder if she knows something about 
those creatures that I don't? Lord Maul, be mindful. Be 
patient... Let them make the first move. 

MAUL: Yes, my Master. 

Sound: Hologram sound fizzles and fades. Sound of 
footsteps. 

NUTE: Where are you going. Lord Maul? 

MAUL: I need to train and meditate. 



NUTE: Uhh...the towers adjoining the palace are 
unoccupied. You can train there. 

MAUL: I shall be in the one nearest to the palace, then. I 
want a map of this city brought to me at once. I wish to 
study the layout, and learn of any potentially hazardous 
areas. 

NUTE: We shall have one brought to you at once. 

MAUL: Call me immediately if anything else happens. 

NUTE: Y-yes, my Lord. 

Sound: Maul walks out of the room. The door slams. 
Fade out. 

SCENE 10-12 EXTERIOR NABOO EDGE OE SWAMP/ 
GRASS PLAINS - DAY 

Sound: A slight wind, far-off swamp noises, and bird 
sounds. 

PADME: Anakin? Where are you, Ani? 

ANAKIN: (quiet and distant) Lm over here, Padme. 

PADME: What are you doing here, sitting all alone in a 
field of grass? 

ANAKIN: Just...soaking it all in. Lve never seen a real 
tree before, let alone tons of them. It feels so strange, being 
in the middle of all this. 

PADME: I can understand that. Me, I can't imagine 
myself living anywhere but here. 

ANAKIN: Your world's so beautiful, Padme...um, I mean. 
Your Highness. This is the first place since Tatooine that I've 
felt... warm. 

PADME: It has all been a shock, hasn't it? Going from 
one world to another...meeting new people. All that's gone 
on, I think people have forgotten that you're just a young 
boy. Including myself. Anakin... I'm sorry I couldn't tell you 
sooner. I know it was a surprise. 



ANAKIN: (still distant) It's okay. Really. I understand. 

PADME: Do you really? 

ANAKIN: (softening a little) Your life was in danger. You 
did what you had to do. 

PADME: I guess knowing I'm a Queen makes you feel 
differently about me, doesn't it? 

ANAKIN: I guess, (a little hopeful) It's okay. I mean, as 
long as you still like me...I still like you. 

PADME: Of course I still like you, Ani. 

ANAKIN: (relieved) Thanks, (beat) Guess I'll have to 
forget about marrying you, though. I'm not a slave 
anymore, but...you're a Queen. 

PADME: (quietly) I won't always be. 

OBI-WAN: (far-off) Your Highness! Boss Nass has 
returned! 

PADME: I'll be right there! Anakin...if we do make it 
through all this, and the Jedi still won't have you...I'd be 
willing to have you live here as part of the royal court. 

ANAKIN: Wow! You mean that? 

PADME: Yes, I do. 

OBI-WAN: Your Highness!! 

PADME: All right. I'm coming! I'll...I'll talk to you later, 
Anakin. 

Sound: Padme runs over to Obi-Wan's side. 

PADME: Obi-Wan. Your Honor. 

BOSS NASS: Haloo-dalee, Queen Amidoll! 

PADME: (giggles) Please, just Padme. Under the 
circumstances, I don't feel like falling on formalities. 

BOSS NASS: Mesa hasen no problem wit dat, long as 
yousa calls me...Nass. 

PADME: Thank you, Nass. Have you had any luck 
contacting the other Gungan cities? 



BOSS NASS: Mesa haven great luck! Da utter Gungans 
leaven da cities before maccaneks could find dem. Deysa all 
respond to mesa signals. Mesa countin' two towsand 
warriors from each city so far, wit more comin ebry hour. 
Gungans and Naboo freed from Camp Fourteen, so deysa 
join us. And Cap'n Tarpals is eben now freeing our fambaa 
shield beasts from da Maccaneks at Camp Seexx, so wesa 
can usen dem. 

PADME: That's wonderful news! I can hardly believe it! 

QUI-GON: (coming up) Good morning. Your Highness. 

PADME: Hello, Qui-Gon. Did you sleep well? 

QUI-GON: Well enough. What have I missed? 

PADME: So far, it appears we have two thousand 
Gungans, a dozen Naboo, and myself against the battle 
droids. Not bad for a morning's recruiting. 

OBI-WAN: I 've marked up our resources and total 
numbers on this datapad. 

QUI-GON: Hmm... 

OBI-WAN: But that's still not going to be much against 
the Federation army. Their droids number in the thousands. 

PADME: But those droids are spread out. Some in the 
cities, some in the farmlands, some at the camps...Obi-Wan, 
those droids are all run by one computer, right? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, on the droid control ship orbiting us. 

PADME: I wonder what would happen if that computer 
was given too much to do? 

OBI-WAN: What do you mean? 

PADME: Well, I 've been thinking... 

GUNGAN LOOKOUT: (far off) Daza comen! Da Naboo 
in speeders! Daza comen! 

ANAKIN: (calling out from far off) All right!! Did you 
hear that, Padme?!? They're here! 



PADME: Good, they made it. (loudly) Captain Panaka!! 
Over here!! 

Sound: The hum of speeders coming up, slowing, and 
stopping. The footfalls of Panaka and the Naboo troops. 

PANAKA: Your Highness. Pm glad to see you again. 

PADME: Pm glad to see you too. Did you have much 
trouble finding the troops? 

PANAKA: Well, I only turned on the beacon every 
twenty minutes... 

JAR-JAR: (coming up, yawning) Oh. Dissa bootiful day. 
Whatsa goin on? 

Sound: Panaka's dialogue continues under Boss Nass 
and Jar-Jar's conversation. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa haven a council of war. Mesa tink 
wesa be fighting da maccaneks off disen world today. 

JAR-JAR: Oh, no. Mesa no like crunchen. Mesa scared. 

BOSS NASS: Oh, Yousa doen grand. Jar-Jar bringen 
usen and da Naboo together. Tis a bery brave ting. 

JAR-JAR: Oh, yousa no go sayin dat. Tis nutten. 

BOSS NASS: No, yousa grand warrior! Yousen travel 
wit Jedi, wit da Queen - yousen go to utter worlds - and 
here yousa are, to tell da tale! Bery brave indeed! 

JAR-JAR: Oh, no, no, no... 

BOSS NASS: So, mesa been talkie wit da Rep Council, 
and wesa all agree yousa should lead da Gungans in da 
comen battle. Wesa make you... Bombad General! How 
yousa liken dat, huh? 

JAR-JAR: General??! Ob, no... 

Sound: Jar-Jar hits the ground, in a dead faint. 

BOSS NASS: (laughs) Hisen no haven a chance... 

PANAKA: (fades back up) WeVe had to travel as slow as 
possible to avoid the droids spotting us. I think we got 



through without being detected. Your Highness. Oh, excuse 
me kid... 

ANAKIN: Thanks. 

PADME: What is the situation? 

PANAKA: Almost everyone's in camps. A few hundred 
police and guards have formed an underground resistance 
movement. 1 brought as many of the leaders as 1 could. 
They've been harassing the Federation as much as possible, 
freeing prisoners and attacking both ground installations 
and corn-jamming satellites. If we make it through all this, 1 
intend on giving them all promotions. 

PADME: Good. What is the condition of our people? 

PANAKA: (grim) Very bad. The Trade Federation's been 
starving the prisoners, at the same time forcing them to 
work slave labor. They're trying to strip us of our mineral 
wealth and plasma energy resources. They've been herding 
people by the thousands into ionization chambers. Mostly 
women and children. 

BOSS NASS: (disgusted) By da guds... 

PANAKA: They've already executed most of the Council 
of Governors, and they plan to execute Governor Bibble 
tomorrow. The resistance leaders estimate...at least two 
million dead so far. 

ANAKIN: Two million?]? Great wizards of Tund... 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

QUI-GON: (quietly) Sorcerers, Anakin. Sorcerers of 
Tund. 

OBI-WAN: Governor Bibble said the death toll was 
catastrophic. It appears he was understating it some. 

PADME: Then we dare not wait. Boss Nass has been 
secretly contacting the underwater cities that the droid 
armies didn't find. We've been mobilizing troops and 
gathering them at the Sacred Place all morning long. The 



Gungan army's much larger than we imagined. Much better 
equipped as well. 

BOSS NASS: Very, very bombad! 

PANAKA: You'll need it. The Federation army's also 
much larger than we thought, and much stronger. Rough 
estimate is three thousand droids in Theed alone. Your 
Highness, this is a battle I do not think that we can win. 

PADME: I don't intend to win it, Panaka. The battle is a 
diversion. The Gungans must draw the Droid Army away 
from the cities so that we can infiltrate it. Artoo, the 
holomap of the city, please? 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 

Sound: The buzz of the holographic image forming. 

JAR-JAR: (woozy, pulling himself up) Ohh....mesa fall 
asleep again? 

PADME: As you can see here, Theed is situated on a 
large cliff, with waterfalls coming down over the cliffside. 
We can enter the city using the secret passages at the 
bottom of the cliff, on the waterfall side. From there, we can 
make our way into the city proper without being detected. 
Once we get to the main entrance. Captain Panaka will 
create a diversion, then we can enter the palace and 
capture the Viceroy. Without the Viceroy, they will be lost 
and confused. Neimoidians don't think for themselves. 

ANAKIN: Cool. 

ARTOO: BEEPS OPTIMISTICALLY. 

PADME: What do you think. Master Jedi? 

QUI-GON: The Viceroy will be well guarded, even with 
the bulk of the droid armies drawn away. 

PANAKA: The difficulty's getting into the throne room. 
Once we're inside, we shouldn't have a problem. The doors 
to the throne room are very well armored. And we have a 



few surprises inside the throne room that the Neimoidians 
don't know about. 

QUI-GON: There is a possibility with this diversion many 
Gungans will be killed. Battle droids are not programmed 
for mercy. 

BOSS NASS: Wesa ready to do are-sen part. Deysa no 
kill usen at Otoh Gunga, hey? And wesa haven no problem 
wit General Jar-Jar an' Cap'n Tarpals leading da troops. Do 
wesa. General? 

JAR-JAR: Uhhh... no. No problem, (sigh) 

PADME: We have taken that into account as well. We 
have a plan which should immobilize the Droid Army. Before 
we enter the palace, we will attack and capture the main 
starfighter hangar at cliffside. We will send what pilots we 
have to knock out the Droid control ship orbiting the planet. 
The battle droids depend on the central computer aboard 
that ship to guide their actions - almost like puppets. If we 
can get past their rayshields, we can sever communication 
and their droids will be helpless. 

QUI-GON: A well-conceived plan. However, there's great 
risk. The weapons on your fighters may not penetrate the 
shields on the control ship. 

PADME: In that worst-case scenario, I will force the 
viceroy to contact the droid control ship and order them to 
shut down. At gunpoint if I have to. 

OBI-WAN: And there's an even bigger danger. If the 
Viceroy escapes. Your Highness, he will return with another 
droid army. An even larger and deadlier one. 

PADME: Well, that is why we must not fail to get to the 
Viceroy. Everything depends on it. Any questions, anyone? 

Sound: Beat No questions. 

QUI-GON: I should add one thing. There is a possibility 
that one or more of you may encounter a certain warrior. 



Black robed, with a red-bladed lightsaber. If that happens, 
under no circumstances are any of you to engage him. Fall 
back and contact me and Obi-Wan immediately We shall 
deal with him. Is that clear? 

PANAKA: Very clear. 

PADME: Agreed. Anything else? (beat) All right. We 
leave for Theed in one hour... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 10-13 INTERIOR THEED - ROYAL PALACE - 
MAULS QUARTERS 

Sound: The grunts and yells of Maul as he goes through 
a lightsaber drill. The hum of the lightsaber. With each 
noise Maul makes, he punctuates it with a sweep of the 
lightsaber blade. 

MAUL: My first blow will entice you, Qui-Gon Jinn - 
huhnn! My second blow...the one that will stagger you. 
Nnarggh!! I know your fighting style now. I know how fast 
you can move, and how strong your blows are. Nuh-harr! I 
know your instincts are good - chaa!! And that you are fast 
- rinarrch! None of that...will save you. Huu...I will find a 
way to separate you from your neophyte. Whuu! I will push 
you relentlessly, until you weaken as you did before. Yaaa! 
And when your guard slips...chukk... for just a fraction of a 
second... 

Sound: With a scream, he swings the lightsaber into a 
vase, shattering it. 

MAUL: ...you will die. 

Sound: A door opens. Maul deactivates his blade. 

NUTE: Lord Maul!! Lord...oh. Oh, I-I am sorry - 

MAUL: Turn your back, slug, until I have my shirt back 
on!! 



NUTE: L..I apologize. I did not know that your, er... 
tattoos...extended over your entire body. 

MAUL: My master needs you alive. But intrude on my 
solitude again, and you will serve him without any legs. Do 
you understand? 

NUTE: Er...implicitly, my Lord. 

MAUL: Now what was it you wanted to tell me? 

NUTE: Our spies have reported on the Queen and the 
Gungans. She is assembling them into an army!! 

MAUL: An army? What good could the primitives do 
against our droids..?!? 

NUTE: A lot, it seems! Our bases at Spinnaker and 
Harte Secur have been completely destroyed, our prisoners 
there freed! What should we do?!? 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 10-14 INTERIOR THEED - PALACE - THRONE 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Fade in. The footfalls of the Neimoidians (and 
Maul) through the room. The hum and buzz of Sidious's 
holoimage. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Our young Queen surprises me. She 
is more foolish than I thought. 

NUTE: We are sending all available troops to meet this 
army of hers assembling near the swamp. It appears to be 
made up entirely of primitives. We do not expect much 
resistance. As a precautionary measure, however, I have 
assigned three-dozen droids to protect our position at the 
palace. 

OOM-9: And I am increasing security at all Naboo 
detention camps. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Then all we need do is wait. Wait for 
the Queen to walk right into our hands. 




DARTH MAUL: I feel there is more to this, my master. 
The two Jedi may be using the Queen for their own 
purposes. Perhaps to force us into a rash - and public - 
action. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The Jedi cannot become involved. 
Maul. They are bound by their stale and unbending code. 
They cannot fight without the Senate's permission. They 
can only protect the Queen. Even a rebellious Jedi like Qui- 
Gon Jinn will not dare break that covenant. This will work to 
our advantage... 

NUTE: I have your approval to proceed then. My Lord? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Proceed. Wipe them out...aii of them. 

SCENE 10-15 EXTERIOR NABOO SWAMP LAKE - DAY 

Sound: The peaceful sounds of the swamp. The 
chittering of various swamp critters. Suddenly, the 
thrashing of water as the Gungans emerge from beneath 
the surface. The bellowing and lowing of the faambas and 
the kaadus. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Steady dere! Yousa, bring da 
faambaa up! 

JAR-JAR: Every Gungan gotta weapon, hey? 

GUNGANS: VARIOUS WILD LINES, "YES," ETC. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Chargin' your electropoles 1 

GUNGANS: "CHARGIN' UP!" ETC. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Okeyday, listen up!! Wesa leavin' 
da swamps, and marchin' up into da fields outside da big 
Naboo city. Wesa gonna try to reach Shaak Ridge and hold 
da high ground. Wesa facin' bombad maccaneks, troops. 
Deysa no surrender, deysa no be captured. Deysa try to 
squash each and everyone of usen. 

GUNGANS: SOME MOAN AND GROAN. 



CAPTAIN TARPALS: Mesa no lying to yousa. Wesa 
canna hope to crunch all de maccaneks. Wesa can only buy 
time for da Naboo Queen. Shesa try to knock out da droid 
control ship, and paste all da maccaneks in one boom. Wesa 
fight for as long as wesa can. But wesa will retreat when 
dey time comes. Fight hard, and yousa may liven to see de 
next day. If not, at least fight and die well. Do dat, and the 
great god Oma-Oma will welcome you into da paradise of 
Ossorus. 

GUNGANS: A SOMBER CHEER. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Cavalry and militiagung, stand 
ready!! (quieter) General JaJa, yousa troops are ready for 
yousa commands. 

JAR-JAR: (groans) Mesa no haven a speech ready... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (whisper) Justa say "March," Jaja. 
Wesa take it from dere. 

JAR-JAR: (whisper) Okeyday. (louder) All da Grand 
Army... march!! 

Sound: The blowing of a Gungan horn. Heavy footfalls of 
the Gungans and the beasts. The squealing of the wheels 
carrying various weapons and equipment. 

Music: The Gungan March. Fade out. 

SCENE 10-16 INTERIOR MTT - CONTROL ROOM 

Sound: The hum of machinery and the sound of 
repulsorlifts outside. The jostling of machinery and people 
inside the transport. 

PANAKA: A good thing the resistance was able to find 
and salvage this droid transport, your Highness. I don't 
know that we'd have reached the passages undetected 
without it. 

QUI-GON: The Force is with us. 



PADME: I hope so. We'll need it more than ever today. 
Troops, how are you feeling? 

TROOPS: VARIOUS WILD LINES. 

PADME: Well, one thing's certain. No matter what 
happens...today we are going home. 

TROOPS: GRUNTS AND LINES OF AGREEMENT. 

OBI-WAN: What do you think of Federation technology, 
Anakin? 

ANAKIN: Looks almost too simple. I was hoping for 
some shields, maybe heavy blasters...this transport's too 
fragile. One hit in the back, and BOOM!! Everyone inside is 
toast! 

PANAKA: Great. Just what we needed to hear. 

ANAKIN: Sorry. 

QUI-GON: It's all right, Anakin. I wish we could tell the 
Gungans about that weak spot, however. 

PADME: We have to maintain radio silence if we're to 
make it to the passages. By my estimate, the Gungans will 
be in position in one hour. I want our pilots in the air by 
then. 

RIC: Just get us to the hangar. Your Highness. We'll take 
care of the rest. 

PADME: Thank you, Ric. 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 10-17 EXTERIOR NABOO - EIELD - DAY 

Sound: Fade in on the marching of the Gungan Army. A 
lower and louder version of the Gungan March is playing. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: All forces - HALT!! 

Sound: The marching stops, and the Gungan March dies 
out with a drum roll. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Mesa just gotten word da 
maccaneks hab beaten us to Shaak Ridge! Deysa comen 



down from da hills, and wesa gonna haveta face dem here 
in dis field! 

GUNGAN SOLDIERS: GROAN. 

JAR-JAR: How long yousa tinkin wesa gonna have to 
wait? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Not long. Not long at all. Faambaa 
units - Startin' up da shield! 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: Startin' da shield!! 

JAR-JAR: Shield? What shield? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Something only da Grand Army 
uses as a last resorte. Big generators on da fambaas. Wesa 
activate dem, a big shield form over da Army. Block any fire. 
Least dis way, wesa hab a chance to retreat back into da 
swamps. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: Shield startin' up....now!! 

Sound: Several fambaa generators (like electrical 
generators) come on with a snap. The fambaas grunt and 
groan. An energy build-up, followed by a shimmering 
glissando of sound as the umbrella-like shield comes down. 
A slight hiss as the shield edge touches the ground. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #2: Shield generators on da 
fambaas workin' okeyday! Da Grand Army is now 
completely covered by da shield. 

Sound: A growing rumble in the distance. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Not a moment too soon, needer. 
Here deysa come! 

Sound: Growing murmurs among the Gungans, as the 
rumbling grows closer. 

JAR-JAR: Dere's a lotta tanks out dere... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Dissa gonna be bery rough. 

Sound: The rumbling dies out. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Steady, all. 



OOM-9: (far off, amplified by speakers) Gungan Army 
this is your only warning. Lower your shields and surrender 
into our custody or be destroyed. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (shouting as loud as he can) 
WESADIE FIRST!! 

GUNGANS: WESA ALL DIE FIRST!!! 

OOM-9: So be it. Hover tanks...open fire. 

Sound: The hover tanks fire. The laser bolts "plink" off 
the Gungan's shield. 

GUNGANS: CHEER. 

JAR-JAR: Da shields holding! Wesa safe!! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: All of yousa, SHUT IT!! Disa battle 
just startin'! 

Sound: The Gungans' cheers die down. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Catapaults, start yousa loadin'! 
Booma slingshots, stand by! 

JAR-JAR: Why deysa still firin'? Deysa no gettin' troo our 
shield. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Deysa gonna stop any minnit. And 
when dey do... 

OOM-9: Hover tanks - cease fire! 

Sound: The hover tanks stop firing. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: ...da real fight's gonna start. 

OOM-9: Hover tanks, pull back! Droid carriers, move up 
into position. 

Sound: Rumbling starts again. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Dis is it! Deysa about to send in da 
maccaneks! 

JAR-JAR: Steady, ebryone. Steady... 

Sound: The rumbling stops. 

OOM-9: Begin droid deployment. 

Sound: A loud boom and hiss, and ratcheting noises 
from the droid carriers as they begin to deploy battle 



droids. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: How many droids do yousa tink 
deysa deployin'? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Too many Far too many 

JAR-JAR: Disa getting' scary...dere's so many of dem... 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #2: (far off) Catapaults loaded, 
Cap'n Tarpals! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Startin' up da hand shields! Wesa 
goin' hand-to-hand fighting! 

Sound: Several small shields buzz into life. 

JAR-JAR: Er...mebbe wesa should go ahead and attack, 
while deysa still deployin'? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: My tought of that awready. Da 
hover tanks would blast us da second wesa left da shield. 

JAR-JAR: Oh. 

Sound: The deploying sounds stop, and the droids all 
stand up. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Da droids are activatin'! 

OOM-9: Troops, atten-tzou.^ 

BATTLE DROIDS: Roger roger! 

OOM-9: Present arms! 

Sound: Several thousand blaster rifles being cocked. 

OOM-9: Face the targets! 

Sound: The droids all turn in unison toward the 
Gungans. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (gulp) Ouchtime... 

OOM-9: Forward march! 

Sound: The droids start marching, getting closer. 

JAR-JAR: (getting scared) Uh...Cap'n...deysa canna get 
troo our shields...can dey? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Da shield made to stop lasers. Not 
slow-movin' mackeneeks. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: Here deysa come! 



CAPTAIN TARPALS: Ready... 

Sound: The droids start walking through the shields. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: FIRE!! 

Sound: Catapults launch. The battle droids open fire. 
The shots rebound off the hand shields. A kaadu roars. 
JAR-JAR: WHOAAA!! (hits the ground) 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Move in! Take out da troops! 
GUNGANS: ROAR IN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: And somebuddy pick up JaJa. His 
kaadu troo him again. 

Sound: The sounds of close-range fighting fill the air. 
JAR-JAR: No, no! Mesa okeyday! Mesa still hep! 
GUNGAN SOLDIER: Here! Yousa wanna be useful? 
Take dis sling and trow a few Boomas at da droids! 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday! (picks up something heavy) Uhh... 
how disa work? 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: Just spin round and round, then 
trow it! 

JAR-JAR: Okeyday. (spinning noises) Spin round....and 
round... (spins faster and faster)...and round 'n 
round'nround'nrounda' - 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: Hey, watch it!! 

JAR-JAR: WHOAA!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar hits the ground. Again. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: (groan) Wesa no hab time for dis! 
Dose tings almost here! JaJa, jus' stay out da way! Pleez!! 

JAR-JAR: Ohh...why mesa hab to be clumsy now?!? 
Mesa gonna die, and my can't even put up a good fight... 
Music: Transition. 


SCENE 10-18 EXTERIOR THEED - CENTRAL PLAZA - 
DAY 



Sound: The chitter of birds. The distant rumble of tanks. 
Closer, the marching of battle droids. The very quiet 
footfalls of Padme and her party. 

PADME: (whisper) Okay, stop here. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Do you see Panaka and his men? 

PADME: Not yet. They're hiding on the other side of that 
building, I think. They're waiting for a Gian speeder to 
arrive with a heavy cannon. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) That's the distraction? 

PADME: (whisper) Mm-hmm. With any luck, one blast 
should destroy that tank in front of the hangar. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) I don't see many droid troops 
around. 

PADME: (whisper) The resistance is staging an attack 
on the other side of town. That's why we're having to wait - 
the speeder's part of that group. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) We can't wait long - the Gungans 
must be engaging the droid army by now. 

PADME: (whisper) The resistance attacked the 
Federation's airbase earlier, and a smuggler ally is bombing 
and thinning out reinforcements on the surface. Hopefully, 
that'll buy the Gungans some more time. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) How are we gonna know Panaka's 
ready? 

PADME: I've got a laser light. Let's see if he's over 
there... 

Sound: Padme clicks a button twice. A beat. 

PADME: (whisper) Yes, he's there. I think I see the 
speeder coming up now. Troops, get ready. 

TROOPER: (whisper) We're ready. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) Once we get inside, Ani, you find a 
safe place to hide and stay there. It's bad enough you 



insisted on coming with us - I don't want you in any more 
danger. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) Sure. 

QUI-GON: (whisper) And stay there. I mean it. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) I will, I will! 

PADME: (whisper) Any second now... 

Sound: A blast of cannon fire from the speeder, and a 
thunderous explosion. Several battle droids clatter to the 
ground with electronic screams. 

PADME: GO!! GO!!! 

PANAKA: (far off) ENGAGE!! ENGAGE!! 

Sound: The area is suddenly filled with a cacophony of 
laser fire. Death screams from droids, two sets of 
lightsabers igniting. 

BATTLE DROID: We are under attack!! 

BATTLE DROID #2: There they are! Open fire! 

QUI-GON: Stay behind me, Ani!! 

Sound: The Jedi begin to block laser shots with their 
lightsabers. 

ARTOO: SQUEAL OF PANIC. 

ANAKIN: Hurry, Artoo!! 

BATTLE DROID #2: Stop them! They are heading for 
the hangar! 

BATTLE DROID: Roger roger!! 

PANAKA: Men, keep those droids off them! Sykes, take 
the speeder in and blast the droids! Run 'em over if you 
have to! 

SYKES: Got it! 

Sound: The speeder roars into the plaza, firing. 

PADME: The door's locked! Artoo, plug in and get the 
door open! 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 



Sound: Under the battle noises, Artoo plugs into the 
door terminal. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, is there any way I can help? 

QUI-GON: The droid can handle it! Just stay behind me! 
Obi-Wan, cover the Queen! 

OBI-WAN: Doing so! 

ARTOO: WHISTLES IN VICTORY. 

Sound: The hangar door opens. 

PADME: Come on, men! Panaka, follow us! 

PANAKA: Coming, your Highness! 

Sound: Several sets of footsteps run into the hangar. 

SCENE 10-19 INTERIOR THEED - PALACE THRONE 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Throne room noises. A siren is going off outside 
the palace. A viewscreen goes on as a door whooshes open. 

DARTH MAUL: (coming up) What is happening? 

RUNE: Lord Sidious said to let them make the first 
move. Well, they've made it! 

DARTH MAUL: Send reinforcements. 

RUNE: I already have! 

NUTE: I can't understand it - how did they get into the 
city?! ? I thought the battle was going to take place far from 
here...this is too close! 

DARTH MAUL: I knew the Jedi were planning 
something. The primitives' attack was just a ruse - very 
clever. Where are they? 

NUTE: It looks like...the royal starfighter hangar! Are 
they going to attack our ship?!? 

DARTH MAUL: It would appear so. 

NUTE: But...that is suicidal. Our ship is too well shielded 
and armored. 



DARTH MAUL: Desperate, but not suicidal. Hmm...the 
main power generator is adjacent to the hangar. That's one 
of the danger areas I noted on the city map earlier. Pull me 
up a visual of that area. 

Sound: The beeping of a console. 

DARTH MAUL: A four hundred foot drop from five-foot 
wide catwalks, with no railings. Laser gates. A practically 
bottomless melting pit...oh, this is perfect. The perfect 
deathtrap, (moving off) Wait here until I return. 

NUTE: Where are you going? 

DARTH MAUL: (moving off) Where do you think Tm 
going. Viceroy? Tm going to deal with these Jedi once and 
for all. 

NUTE: What about the Queen? 

DARTH MAUL: She's coming to you, I suspect. Without 
her protectors. I'm sure the droids can recapture her. But 
the Jedi...they're mine. 

Sound: The door shuts behind Maul as he runs off. 

NUTE: Bloodthirsty fool...where is the Queen now? 

RUNE: They're breaking into the main hangar itself now. 
By the time reinforcements arrive, they'll do whatever 
they're about to do. 

NUTE: Contact the Saa'kak at once. Tell Captain Define 
to go to red alert! 

SCENE 10-20 INTERIOR THEED - CENTRAL HANGAR 
- DAY 

Sound: Hangar noises. Blaster rifles being cocked. 

BATTLE DROID #2: Stand ready! Protect the 
starfighters at all costs! 

BATTLE DROIDS: Roger roger! 

Sound: A door hisses open, and another fire fight breaks 
out. Again, the Jedi take the lead while blocking shots. 



Battle droid death screams - and the occasional human 
trooper's death scream. 

BATTLE DROID #2: Destroy thejedi!! 

BATTLE DROID #3: Unable to hit target! 

QUI-GON: Ani, find cover!! QUICK!! 

ANAKIN: Got it!! 

Sound: Anakin runs behind some boxes, and the fighting 
moves slightly "off to the side" to follow him. 

ANAKIN: Wow, this is so cool...those droids are getting 
chopped and shot to scrap! 

PADME: The starfighters are free!! Pilots, get to your 
ships!! MOVE!! 

RIC OLIE: Roger, your Highness! Moving in!! 

Sound: A side door is opened. 

BRAVO TWO: Droids released! All astromech units, 
plug into your respective N-1 starfighters now!! 

ASTROMECH DROIDS: ALL BEEP IN COMPLIANCE. 

Sound: The droids and pilots rush toward the ships. 

ANAKIN: Starfighters. Real starfighters. They look even 
better than they do on the holovids... 

Sound: The pilots stomp up the ladders into the ship 
under the battle noises. "Whooshing" sounds as the droids 
plug into their starbghter slots. Squeaking noise as Anakin 
touches the side of a starbghter. 

ANAKIN: The skin of this fighter...it feels almost alive... 
Tve always wanted to fly one of these... 

BRAVO EIVE: (female voice) Hey, kid! 

ANAKIN: Huh? 

BRAVO EIVE: You'd better find a new hiding place, kid! 
Tm about to take this ship out for a ride! 

ANAKIN: Whoops - sorry! Til just, uh.... hide behind this 
crate...geez... 

Sound: The starfighters start to warm up their engines. 



ANAKIN: (to himself) There they go...and Tm out of the 
action. 

Sound: The starfighter nearest An akin takes off. It is 
followed in rapid succession by the others. 

ANAKIN: Good luck, pilots. Good luck... 

Sound: Another "whoosh" noise. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES URGENTLY. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, what are you waiting for? Get going!! 

ARTOO: WHISTLES EVEN MORE URGENTLY. 

ANAKIN: You know...I think you're right! A starfighter 
cockpit would make a better hiding place! 

Sound: Anakin rushes up the ladder and into the 
starfighter. 

ANAKIN: Yes! Tm in a real starfighter cockpit! So many 
buttons, switches, and displays... 

ARTOO: LETS OUT A FEW BEEPS. 

Sound: A slight computer beeping noise from the cockpit 
dashboard. 

ANAKIN: Wow, this even has a droid translator function! 
Let's see..."enjoying the show?" You bet I'm enjoying the 
show! 

ARTOO: GIGGLES. 

Sound: The shooting noises die out. Soldiers running 
around. 

PANAKA: I think that's all of them, your Highness. 

PADME: What were our casualties? 

PANAKA: Four soldiers, plus a starfighter got hit by a 
hover tank on the way out. All the other fighters we could 
find pilots for are in the air. They should be at the droid 
control ship in a few minutes. 

PADME: I suppose we've been fortunate. 

QUI-GON: We've done all we can do here. I suggest we 
move out. 



PADME: My guess is the Viceroy is in the throne room. 

QUI-GON: I agree. 

PADME: Right. To the palace, everyone! 

PANAKA: Red group. Blue group! Everybody this way! 

Sound: Everyone starts to head for the exit. Anakin 
starts to climb out of the cockpit. 

ANAKIN: Hey, wait for me! 

QUI-GON: Anakin, stay right there in that cockpit. You'll 
be safe there. 

ANAKIN: But I want to he-- 

QUI-GON: No arguments! Stay in that cockpit! 

ANAKIN: (dejected sigh, flops back in the cockpit seat) 
Darn. I don't get to have any fun. Some adventure this is... 

Sound and music: A drum roll builds up to the hangar 
doors opening. 

ARTOO: SQUEALS IN ALARM. 

QUI-GON: You... 

ANAKIN: It's him!! It's the guy who fought Qui-Gon on 
Tatooine!! 

PANAKA: Don't shoot, men! Remember the Jedi's 
warning!! 

DARTH MAUL: Qui-Gon Jinn. I've looked forward to 
meeting you again. And I see you brought your neophyte as 
well. Even better. 

QUI-GON: How do you know my name? 

DARTH MAUL: I think it important to know the name of 
the man I'm about to kill, (small beat) The rest of you. If you 
want to live, leave. Now. 

QUI-GON: Padme, take your troops and go on to the 
palace. Take the side exit. We'll handle this... 

PADME: No...I won't let you and Obi-Wan face this beast 
alone. 



QUI-GON: (whisper) This is how it must be. You have 
your own part to play. Go. 

PADME: (beat, then whisper) Be careful, (normal voice) 
Come on, Gordon. We'll take the long way. 

PANAKA: Come on, men. 

Sound: The troops march off toward the side exit 

ANAKIN: Artoo, where are the weapons controls on this 
thing? One blast and Til take care of that guy... 

ARTOO: SQUEALS IN PANIC. 

Sound: The rolling noises of droidekas coming up. 

PADME: TAKE COVER!! 

Sound: The droidekas move into battle formation and 
open fire. The Naboo soldiers return fire. 

PANAKA: Those things are shielded! Our blasters aren't 
having any effect! 

ANAKIN: What are those things?!? 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT AN EXPLANATION. 

ANAKIN: "Droidekas. Very deadly." We've gotta do 
something, Artoo. Padme and her group are pinned down - 
they can't get to the side exit! 

Sound: Transition - the fighting noises are farther off 
and the Jedi are much closer. 

QUI-GON: Are you the one behind all this? The invasion 
of this planet? 

DARTH MAUL: So many questions. Unfortunately, I'm 
afraid words are only my second language. 

Sound: Maul flings off his hood. 

DARTH MAUL: This is where I am most fluent. 

Sound: A lightsaber blade ignites. A beat then a second 
blade ignites. 

OBI-WAN: Master, do you see that?!? 

QUI-GON: A double-bladed lightsaber, one on each end. 
So...it's true. You are a Sith. The first in a thousand years. 



DARTH MAUL: And you are two of the last Jedi there 
will ever be. 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Obi-Wan fling off their robes and 
ignite their 'sabers. 

OBI-WAN: We will not let that happen - 

Sound: Obi-Wan jumps, attacking Maul in mid-air Maul 
blocks the blow as Obi-Wan lands with a grunt. 

QUI-GON: Careful Obi-Wan! 

Sound: Qui-Gon Joins the attack. A pitched three-way 
lightsaber duel begins. Transition back to the battle 
between Padme's group and the droidekas. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, why aren't the weapons working? 

ARTOO: LETS OUT A FLURRY OF BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: "No power?" All right, let me find the power 
trigger... 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ALARM. 

ANAKIN: T m trying to! I don't know where the trigger 
is...maybe this button here... 

Sound: Anakin hits the button. The starbghter begins to 
power up. 

ANAKIN: That's got it! Now, let's power the weapons 
up... 

Sound: The starbghter begins to move. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CONFUSION. 

ANAKIN: Oops, wrong one! I've got the starfighter 
moving instead! Where's the energy shifters?!? Maybe... 
this one! 

Sound: Anakin slams down a lever, and the canopy 
closes over him. The sounds of battle grow filtered. 

ANAKIN: Nope, that only closes the canopy. Come on, 
come on... 

Sound: A death scream from one of the guards. 



ANAKIN: Where is it?!? Come on, Anakin, you've sat in 
starfighter simulators dozens of times, you should know 
where this stuff is...Wait - here it is!! 

Sound: Turbolaser fire starts to spit out of the 
starfighter 

ANAKIN: Yes!! Right on the control stick! Man, if it was 
a womp rat, it'd have bit me! 

Sound: A droideka is blown apart 

ANAKIN: Yeahhh! It's going right through their shields! 

Sound: Another droideka is blown to bits. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES A CHEER. 

Sound: The last droideka is wiped out. 

PANAKA: (far off, filtered) We're clear! 

PADME: (far off, filtered) Let's go! Anakin - THANK 
YOU!! 

Sound: Padme's group rushes to the side exit, which 
opens. The group runs out under next dialogue. 

ANAKIN: (whisper) You're welcome. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES WITH WORRY. 

ANAKIN: "Why are we heading toward the hangar 
gate?" I don't know. Why are we? 

ARTOO: SCREAMS AT ANAKIN. 

ANAKIN: All right, all right. I'll shut it down. 

Sound: Anakin hits some buttons. 

ANAKIN: (sudden panic) It's not working! I can't shut it 
down!! 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN PANIC. 

ANAKIN: F m not doing anything! It's on automatic pilot! 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ALARM. 

ANAKIN: I 'm trying to override it! It's picking up speed! 
We're heading up!! 

Sound: The starfighter goes full throttle and rockets out 
of the hangar!! 



ANAKIN: WHOAAAAaaaa....!!! 

Sound: The distant thunder of a hover tank firing, which 
fades. Anakin keeps pressing buttons, to no effect. 

ANAKIN: Artoo, Tm having no luck. Can you override it? 

ARTOO: A FEW WORRIED BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: "I don't know. Maybe." Well, see what you can 
do. At least somebody left a helmet here, (pulls the helmet 
on) Where's the safety harnesses... 

NARRATOR: Driven by something he can't explain or 
understand, Anakin Skywalker is being swept inexorably 
towards his destiny, up in outer space. Elsewhere, Queen 
Amidala races across the streets of Theed toward a 
showdown with Nute Gunray, Jar-Jar Binks and the 
Gungans fight for their lives on the battlefield, and Qui-Gon 
and Obi-Wan face a duel to the death with Darth Maul. The 
patterns of the Force have converged into a nexus, and the 
failure of any part of the four-way battle on this day will 
mean the failure of all...and an unstoppable plunge into 
darkness for the galaxy. 

Music: Star Wars End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 




CHAPTER ELEVEN: 
"DUEL OF THE FATES" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Obi-Wan Kenobi Artoo Detoo 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Darth Maul 

Anakin Sky walker 

Ric Olie 

Bravo Two (Porro Dolphe) 

Bravo Three (Arven Wendik) 

Gungan Soldier 

Captain Tarpals 

Gungan Soldier #2 

Battle Droid Commander OOM-9 

Gungan Soldier #3 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Gungan Soldier #4 

Gungan Soldier #5 

Bravo Four (Rya Kirsch) 

Captain Daultay Dofine 
Tey How 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 
Captain Gordon Panaka 
Battle Droid 



Naboo Guard 

Pilot Droid 

Battle Droid Commander 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Sabe 

RSF Officer 

NARRATOR: Star Wars - The Phantom Menace. Based on 
the screenplay by George Lucas. Chapter Eleven: "Duel of 
the Fates." 

Music: Star Wars Main Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away, 
there came a time of crisis, when a Republic was attacked 
by enemies from within. Now, at long last, the battle 
between these hidden enemies and the forces of good has 
been joined on the planet Naboo. Queen Amidala is racing 
into the Royal Palace of Theed in the hopes of capturing 
Nute Gunray, thus ending the brutal occupation of her 
homeworld. Outside the city, Jar-Jar Binks and the Gungans 
face almost insurmountable odds in a battle against the 
Trade Federation's battle droid army. And up in space, the 
Queen's Bravo starfighter squadron find themselves in a 
battle far beyond their capabilities, in a nearly hopeless 
attempt to destroy the mammoth droid control ship 
directing the actions of the mechanical army below. 

Music: "Duel of the Fates" begins. 

NARRATOR: Elsewhere, inside Theed's starfighter 
hangar, the newest skirmish in a millennia-old struggle has 
begun. Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi are two of the 
best lightsaber fighters the Order of Jedi Knights have to 
offer. But on this day, they may both have met their match 
in one man. The Sith warrior, Darth Maul... 



SCENE 11-1 INTERIOR THEED - CENTRAL HANGAR - 
DAY 

Sound: The hangar is quiet now. Furious lightsaber 
fighting. Darth Maul kicks Qui-Gon to the ground. 

QUI-GON: ARGGHH!! 

OBI-WAN: Master!! Are you all right?!? 

QUI-GON: r 11 live! Keep your guard up! 

Sound: Maul backflips away, toward another side exit. 

MAUL: This is insulting. How could an entire army of 
warriors like me have ever been defeated by the likes of 
you?!? Two of you here, and neither can gain any advantage 
over me. 

OBI-WAN: We're not the ones running away! Come back 
over here, and we'll see who has the advantage! 

MAUL: This is too easy (steps backward) Come, Jedi. 
Join me at a place where we can have a real fight. 

Sound: Obi-Wan pulls his master up. 

OBI-WAN: Come on. Master, we've got to go after him! 
We can't let him escape - 

QUI-GON: (groan) Watch it, Obi-Wan. He's up to 
some thing... he wants us to follow him. 

MAUL: Yes. Come, the both of you! If you're not afraid! 

OBI-WAN: Don't mind if I do - 

Sound: Obi-Wan runs after Maul. Qui-Gon follows him, 
lagging behind. 

QUI-GON: Not so fast, Obi-Wan! 

Sound: Maul force-flings a helmet on the ground into a 
door control, opening the door. 

OBI-WAN: Couldn't you just have hit the door controls 
yourself? That's not what helmets are for! 

MAUL: You talk too much, young one. I use the Force as 
I will, for whatever purpose I choose. You, however, do not. 
Is it any wonder you cannot defeat me? 



QUI-GON: Don't listen to him, Obi-Wan. He's baiting 
you. 

OBI-WAN: (seething) I noticed. 

Sound: Obi-Wan crashes into Maul with a flurry of 
swings. Maul chuckles as he moves back. 

MAUL: A valiant effort - but still too weak. 

OBI-WAN: Come on, monster! Stand your ground!! 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, will you listen to me?!? You're 
letting your emotions get the better of you!! 

Sound: Obi-Wan is kicked to the ground. 

OBI-WAN: OOF!! 

QUI-GON: I told you, Obi-Wan. Consider that a lesson. 

OBI-WAN: (painfully) Yes...Master... 

MAUL: The young one disappoints me. He's not nearly 
as good a fighter as he could be. 

QUI-GON: He is very well trained, and strong in the 
Force. 

MAUL: Weak in the Force - the light, impotent side! The 
Dark Side provides true power. 

QUI-GON: The light side is not as weak as you think. Let 
me demonstrate - 

Sound: Qui-Gon and Darth Maul battle, as Obi-Wan pulls 
himself to his feet. The sounds of the generator complex 
start to come up. 

QUI-GON: (between fighting grunts) So...you've led us 
in to... the plasma energy generator. If this is a trap... so far... 
I'm not impressed. 

OBI-WAN: (running up) Wait up. Master! 

Sound: It becomes a three-way battle again. 

MAUL: (between fighting grunts) Is this the best you're 
capable of? 

OBI-WAN: Funny - that's what I was going to say! 

QUI-GON: And I too. 



Sound: The fighting noises continue for a beat, and then 
stop. 

OBI-WAN: You're cornered now. One more step back, 
and you'll be in for a very long fall. 

QUI-GON: Sith Lord, this is your one chance to 
surrender. 

MAUL: (amused) Have you ever known any Sith to 
surrender? 

QUI-GON: Die then! 

Sound: Qui-Gon slashes at Maul, but Maul blocks the 
shot and backflips into the air. 

OBI-WAN: What?!? 

MAUL: (lands with an oof, farther off and echoing) Now 
this is more like it. A network of narrow catwalks, with no 
guardrails, hanging over a chasm so deep you cannot see 
the bottom. One must be fully in tune with the Force to 
battle on this, let alone triumph. Care to see which of us 
loses his balance or falls into one of the energy columns 
first? 

Sound: The two Jedi leap across to the catwalk. 

OBI-WAN: Enough of your taunting! You can't hope to 
defeat us both - (swings) 

Sound: Maul easily blocks the shot. 

MAUL: Hope is for the weak. I know I will win. 

QUI-GON: Then stop talking and do so - if you can. 

MAUL: SNARL OF RAGE AS HE SWINGS. 

Sound: Another three-way battle ensues. Fade out. 

SCENE 11-2 INTERIOR NABOO STAREIGHTER - 
COCKPIT - SPACE 

Sound: The roar of the starbghter engines. 

ANAKIN: Well, this is it. We're up in space. Now what? 

ARTOO: WHISTLES IN CONFUSION. 



ANAKIN: Had any luck overriding that autopilot yet? 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

RIC OLIE: (over ship's speakers) All fighters, deflector 
shields to maximum! Bravo Flight A, take on the droid 
starfighters. Flight B, make the run on the transmitter, just 
past the battleship's command sphere. 

BRAVO TWO: Roger, Bravo Leader. 

BRAVO FIGHTERS: WILD LINES ACKNOWLEDGING 
ORDERS. 

ANAKIN: They must be about to attack that Federation 
ship! 

RIC OLIE: Move into attack formation! 

Sound: On the speakers, the roar of approaching droid 
starfighters. Lots of them. 

RIC OLIE: Enemy fighters straight ahead! Turbolaser 
batteries to full!! 

BRAVO THREE: There's too many of them! We can't 
hope to take them all! 

RIC OLIE: Defend yourselves as best you can, but do 
NOT concentrate on the fighters! Flight All take care of 
'em. We have to hit that transmitter! 

BRAVO TWO: Here we go... 

Sound: The distant sounds of space battles. A couple of 
distant explosions and cut-off death screams from a pair of 
Naboo pilots. 

ANAKIN: Man, that sounds terrible! I wish this ship 
didn't have audio simulators! 

ARTOO: LETS OUT SOME BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: The Autopilot is searching for what other 
ships? 

ARTOO: BEEPS AND WHISTLES. 

ANAKIN: The other starfighters! And I still don't have 
the hang of this ship yet - Artoo, get that autopilot 



disabled!! WeVe got to get away from that battle! 

ARTOO: BEEPS FRANTICALLY. 

BRAVO TWO: Flight B's getting cut to pieces, Bravo 
Leader!! 

RIC OLIE: Dammit, stay on target!! 

ANAKIN: There is no manual override, Artoo! You'll 
have to rewire it or something! Whose stupid idea was it to 
use autopilots on this thing anyway?! ? 

ARTOO: BEEPS WORRIEDLY 

ANAKIN: Most of the other pilots aren't experienced 
enough to launch and land their own ships?!? Great. Just 
what I needed to hear! 

ARTOO: MOANS. 

BRAVO THREE: Can't get a weapons lock on the 
transmitter - they're jamming us - 

RIC OLIE: We'll have to eyeball it!! 

ANAKIN: Look! There they are! That's where the 
autopilot is taking us. Right towards that huge ship... 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN PANIC. 

ANAKIN: Artoo...I have a bad feeling about this... 

SCENE ll-2a EXTERIOR THEED CITY - BASSAS 
BRIDGE - DAY 

Sound: The sounds of distant ground battle and 
explosions. The rushing of waterfalls in the distance as 
well and the much closer river sounds. The rushing 
footsteps of the Naboo battle force. 

PADME: (whisper) So far, the distractions are working. 

PANAKA: Who knows, we might actually pull this off. 

PADME: There's Basse's Bridge up ahead. The 
straightest path to the palace is over that bridge. Panaka, 
take a couple of men ahead and deal with any guard droids. 

PANAKA: Done. You and you, with me. Run! 



Sound: The three Naboo men run off as the group stops. 
Not-so-distant shooting can be heard under next dialogue. 

SABE: Your Highness? 

PADME: Yes, Sabe? 

SABE: I can take Eirtae and some guards and head 
north to Pergola's Bridge. With me in royal makeup and 
clothing, the droids will concentrate their efforts there. 

PADME: That's too dangerous. I'll need you at the 
palace. Remember what we discussed this morning? 

SABE: We are brave, your Highness. We'll make it to the 
palace, I swear it. 

PADME: (beat, then admiringly) Yes, you are brave. 
Sabe, if I don't make it - 

SABE: Don't. You will make it. And we will win. 

PADME: May the gods - no. May the Force be with you. 

SABE: May it be with us all. 

Sound: Sabe and her chosen group runs down the street, 
as Panaka and his guards come up. 

PANAKA: The droids are taken of. Where's Sabe and 
those men going? 

PADME: We're putting your decoy ploy to the ultimate 
test. Captain. 

PANAKA: What do you mean? 

PADME: There's no time to explain now. Over the 
bridge, everyone! Hurry!! 

Sound: Fade out on the group crossing the cobblestone 
bridge. 

SCENE 11-3 EXTERIOR NABOO GRASS PLAINS - DAY 

Sound: Explosions, shouts and cries of Gungans, droid 
death screams, launching of catapults, snorts and rumbling 
ofkaadus. 



GUNGAN SOLDIER: Whosa tout dese droids to fight? 
Deysa lousy! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Don' get overcocky! 

OOM-9: (far off, amplified) Droideka units - move ini! 

Sound: Rolling of droidekas, coming up. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Whatsen dis? 

Sound: Shield hums as the droidekas roll through. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Kaadu cavalry move in! Take out 
dose...tings, whatever dey are! Spear 'dem! 

Sound: Galloping of kaadu. The droidekas move into 
battle configuration and open fire. Explosions, death 
screams of Gungans and kaadu. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: Dose tings firin' like a tidal 
wave! Oursen hand shields overload—AAGGHH!! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Deysa headin' for da shield 
faambas! Cavalry, move back! Protect dose faambas at all 
costs! 

Sound: Indicating move to elsewhere on the battlefield. 

JAR-JAR: AAGHH!! HEP ME, HEP ME!! 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #5: Hep yousaself, JaJa! Itsen ebry 
Gungan for himself! 

JAR-JAR: But my can't fight!! My no strong, my no hab 
weapon - 

Sound: Something metallic lands on Jar-Jar. 

JAR-JAR: AAGGHH!! HEP!! SOMETING ON MY BACK!! 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #4: Itsen part of a droid! Trow it 
off! 

JAR-JAR: (grunts as he flings the droid half off) Ugh!! 
Dumb droid! Take dat! 

Sound: Jar-Jar kicks the droid - and gets wrapped in the 
wires. 

JAR-JAR: Ugh!! Get dis droid off my foot! Get off, get off! 

Sound: The droid fires, gibbering to itself 



GUNGAN SOLDIER #5: Watch where yousa pointin' 
dat ting! Itsen still firin'! 

Sound: The droid fires again. Death scream of a droid. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh! It just hit anutter droid! Maybe mesa do 
hab a weapon! Muy muy hee hee! Take dat! 

Sound: Another shot, another droid explodes. 

JAR-JAR: And dat!! 

Sound: Again, a shot and explosion. 

JAR-JAR: Ah-hah!! 

Sound: Another shot. A droideka explodes. 

JAR-JAR: Got a wolling one dat time! Haha! 

SCENE 11-4 INTERIOR NABOO STAREIGHTER - 
COCKPIT - SPACE 

Sound: The space battle is much closer. Explosions, laser 
bolts, and wild lines from pilots. 

RIC OLIE: (on speakers) Bravo flight B...go for the 
central bridge!! That ought draw their fire away from the 
transmitter! 

BRAVO TWO: (on speakers) Roger, Bravo Leader! 

RIC OLIE: Flight A, open fire!! 

Sound: A volley of laser fire from the starbghters. 

RIC OLIE: (on speakers) Their deflector shield is too 
strong!! We'll never get through it!! 

BRAVO THREE: Guess we'll have to try proton 
torpedoes! 

Sound: An explosion. 

BRAVO EOUR: DEATH SCREAM, BREAKING OFF INTO 
STATIC. 

ANAKIN: Whoo, boy! This is tense! 

Sound: Several droid starbghters roar by firing, at very 
close range. 



ANAKIN: WHOAA!!! Artoo, get us off this autopilot! It's 
gonna get us both killed! 

ARTOO: SCREAMS A REPLY. 

Sound: Beeping noises from the console. 

ANAKIN: You did it, Artoo! About time...okay, let's go 
left, towards that battleship! 

Sound: The starhghter steers in one direction. 

ANAKIN: Yes!! Lve got control! 

Sound: Anakin opens fire. Small explosions note the 
impact. 

ANAKIN: Yeah! Blow that stupid ship up! 

ARTOO: BEEPS WORRIEDLY. 

ANAKIN: Go back!?! Qui-Gon told me to stay in this 
cockpit, so that's what I'm gonna do! Now c'mon, let's help 
these guys out! 

Sound: Anakin opens fire and destroys a couple of 
starfjghters. 

ANAKIN: Yeahh! That's it! If Kitster and the other kids 
could see me now!! 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A WORRIED SENTENCE. 

ANAKIN: Huh? Yeah - I know this isn't a simulator! Now 
hang on!! 

Sound: The starhghter roars away. Fade out. 

SCENE 11-5 INTERIOR - EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Alarms wail in the background. The distant 
report of the starfjghters and the laser bolts. 

DOEINE: Why aren't those starfighters destroyed yet? 
What's taking those blasted droid ships so long?!? 

TEY HOW: Insufficient memory allocated. 

DOEINE: What's that supposed to mean?!? 



TEY HOW: There are insufficient computer resources. 
The computer is directing three battles - one here in orbit, 
one on the ground against the natives, another in the 
capitol city. 

DOFINE: (groan) I knew using only one computer was a 
mistake! Got to think...Tey How, are the Naboo fighters 
damaging this ship? 

TEY HOW: Not much, sir. Shields are holding strong. 

DOFINE: And the transmitters? 

TEY HOW: All are in perfect working order. 

DOFINE: Good. Then these pests can wait. Direct the 
central computer to divert memory resources to the ground 
battles. We'll run a harassment pattern up here until the 
natives are routed and the Queen recaptured. 

SCENE 11-6 INTERIOR - ANAKIN'S STARFIGHTER - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Back to the close sounds of battle. Two droid 
starfighters explode under Anakin's fire. 

ANAKIN: Woohoo! This is even better than the 
simulators!! 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN PANIC. 

ANAKIN: Relax, Artoo! I know what Tm doing!! 

Sound: Anakin shoots and destroys another starfighter. 

ANAKIN: Got another one!! 

RIC OLIE: (on speakers) All remaining fighters, regroup 
for another run at the transmitters! Bravo Flight B, see if 
you can get some torpedoes into those turbolaser cannons 
surrounding the transmitter array! 

BRAVO TWO: (on speakers) Roger, Bravo Leader! 

ANAKIN: You hear that, Artoo? Arm torpedoes - we're 
gonna mess those cannons up! 

ARTOO: MOANS. 



Sound: Loud explosion. 

BRAVO THREE: (on speakers) WeVe lost Bravo Ten!! 

BRAVO TWO: (on speakers) Got hit, and rode his ship 
right into the cannons. Thanks a lot, pal. 

RIC OLIE: That opens it up for us! Fire torpedoes! 

Sound: Multiple torpedoes launch. 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN CONFUSION. 

ANAKIN: (a little mystified) Uhhh... no. Let's not fire 
torpedoes yet. I wanna save 'em. Might need 'em later. 

ARTOO: VERY CONFUSED BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: Just trust me on this, all right? It's just a 
feeling I have. 

BRAVO TWO: That only got a couple of the 
transmitters! And I'm out of torpedoes! 

RIC OLIE: We'll just have to keep battering the shields 
with our lasers, and hope for the best! 

Sound: Several laser bolts streak very close to the ship. 
Roar of droid starhghters behind Anakin's. 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN PANIC. 

ANAKIN: Whoa! We've got two - three starhghters 
behind us!!! 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A TERRIFIED FLURRY. 

ANAKIN: T m trying to lose 'em! These droids are too 
good...I can't shake 'em! 

Sound: Several more close shots. A solid thump. 

ARTOO: SCREAMS. 

ANAKIN: Rear shields weakening! Gotta lose 'em, gotta 
lose 'em.... I'll try spinning, that's a good trick. Confuse 
their sensors...WHHHOOOOAAAA!!!! 

ARTOO: PRACTICALLY HYPERVENTILATING. 

ANAKIN: I know we're in trouble, Artoo! Just hang on! 
The way out of this mess is the way we got into it... 



SCENE 11-7 INTERIOR - NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
HALLWAY - DAY 

Sound: Many footsteps running across the marble floor 

PADME: (breathing hard) It's quiet. Too quiet. I thought 
the palace would be crawling with droids, but I haven't 
seen one yet... 

PANAKA: Your Highness, stay in the center of the 
group, please! It won't do us any good to get to the throne 
room with you dead! 

PADME: What kind of example would I set for my men if 
I hid behind th - LOOK OUT!! 

BATTLE DROID: Open fire!! 

Sound: Several battle droids open fire. 

PADME: It's an ambush!! 

PANAKA: Take cover! Behind the pillars! 

GUARD: Ayeaye, Captain! 

Sound: The Naboo begin to fire back. Battle droid death 
screams and explosions. 

PANAKA: There's too many of them! We're cut off! 

PADME: We don't have time for this. Captain! There'll 
be droids behind us any minute! 

PANAKA: I know, I know!! 

PADME: Isn't there any way to get up to the higher 
levels of the palace quickly?!? 

PANAKA: (a realization) Actually, there just might... 

PADME: What's your plan. Captain? 

PANAKA: The other side of the corridor...If I remember 
the layout correctly, there should be a ledge just past that 
window... 

Sound: Panaka fires his blaster, shattering the window. 

PANAKA: You and you. Cover us! Come on, your 
Highness! GO!! 

GUARD: Sir!! 



Sound: Panaka and Padme race across the corridor 
while the troops fire. 

PANAKA: Come on, out on the ledge! You men, over 
here with us! Ready your ascension guns! 

PADME: Ascension guns? What are those? 

PANAKA: A little invention of mine. Here, give her a 
gun...Trigger button's right there. I developed it to lasso 
prisoners on the run. It fires a liquid polymer that hardens 
instantly. 

PADME: A grappling gun! Great idea. Captain! 

Sound: Transition to outside. 

SCENE 11-8 EXTERIOR - ROYAL PALACE - LEDGE 

Sound: Whistling of wind. Battle continues inside. 

GUARD: Careful, your Highness...watch the glass... 

PADME: Tm all right. Okay. Now what? 

PANAKA: Aim your guns on the ledge about three floors 
up! We'll go in through the window immediately below it! 

GUARD: Ready! 

PADME: Ready! 

PANAKA: Fire! 

Sound: With a multiple "thwip" noise, the lines shoot out 
and hook into the ledge. 

PANAKA: Activate retractors! And hold on!! 

Sound: The retractors groan, and the group is pulled up 
to the ledge. 

PANAKA: Careful now...get both feet on the ledge... 

Sound: The group get their feet on the ledge. 

PANAKA: Okay, detach lines! 

Sound: The lines detach. 

PANAKA: One more window... 

PADME: Captain... allow me. 

Sound: Padme shoots up the window. 



PANAKA: Let's go! Your Highness, stay behind me! 

PADME: Great job. Captain! 

PANAKA: Hey...rm not just a pretty face. 

SCENE 11-9 INTERIOR THEED - POWER GENERATOR 
PIT - DAY 

Sound: Generator noises, and the pitched three-way 
lightsaber battle. The music slams into "Duel of the Fates" 
again. 

QUI-GON, OBI-WAN AND MAUL: GRUNTS AND 
YELLS AS THEY FIGHT 

OBI-WAN: (breathing very hard) No... good ...can't... 
get...a shot in... 

QUI-GON: (breathing very hard) He'll have to... 
weaken...soon... 

Sound: The fighting continues for several seconds. Maul 
suddenly leaps very high up, landing on another catwalk. 
The music stops with the leap. Qui-Gon falls to his knees. 

OBI-WAN: Where'd...he go...? Did he finally...tire out...? 

QUI-GON: If he did...he wouldn't be able...to leap. I 
think...he wants us...to rest up...he's...(swallows) toying 
with us... 

OBI-WAN: Here...get up...Master... 

Sound: Obi-Wan pulls Qui-Gon up. 

QUI-GON: (almost a whisper) So weak...every muscle 
hurts...not as resilient...as I used to be... 

OBI-WAN: We have to defeat him soon. I don't know 
how much longer / can keep this up...(let alone you.) 

Music: Suspenseful generator "noise." 

OBI-WAN: I can't see him anywhere. He's hiding. 

MAUL: (far above, echoing) How pathetic. Two Jedi - 
strong in the Force, proficient in the lightsaber - and it's all 
you can do just to defend yourselves. Can there be any 



doubt that the Dark Side is the ultimate power in the 
galaxy? 

QUI-GON: The Dark Side of the Force will never be 
stronger than the Light. You think it makes you invincible, 
but it only blinds you to your weaknesses. In the end, you 
will defeat yourself. 

MAUL: No doubt that is what the other Master and 
Apprentice said to themselves...before I carved them up. 
(chuckles) How they screamed... 

OBI-WAN: (seething) Monster... 

QUI-GON: Calm down, Obi-Wan. He's trying to trick us 
into using the Dark Side to defeat him. 

OBI-WAN: At this point, it sounds like a good idea! 
We've tried everything else! 

MAUL: Yes...yes! Harness your anger, your hatred! 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan, no. Don't listen to his lies. You 
would become just like him. 

MAUL: Obi-Wan Kenobi. Your master I know quite well 
by now. But you I am just coming to know. You remind me, 
in a way, of myself. You are so desperate to please your 
Master. To please the Jedi. To prove worthy of Knighthood. 

OBI-WAN: It is a noble and worthy cause! 

MAUL: And yet you attack like a wild man. Showing off. 
Twirling your lightsaber and spinning around with your 
slashes. You are just as reckless and impulsive, in your own 
way, as your master. But where he gives free rein to his 
feelings when speaking while repressing himself in battle, 
you do the opposite. 

OBI-WAN: I do the best I can, whether in negotiation or 
battle. 

MAUL: But without drawing upon the full power of the 
Force as I do, your efforts are for nothing. You will never 
come to the standard of excellence, or of understanding. 



that you hunger for. Release your emotions, and become 
what you are truly capable of!! 

OBI-WAN: There is no emotion - there is peace. 

MAUL: That old fairytale. Still struggling to stay true to 
the letter of your ancient code...you are the one lying. To 
yourself. And you know it. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) No...that is not true...I have been 
faithful to the Force 1 

MAUL: Faithful to the weak and useless side of the 
Force! And you have been fighting a losing battle, both with 
me...and with yourself. How do you think that reflects on 
your teacher, hmm? On the Jedi themselves? 

OBI-WAN: (stricken) Master...?? 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan.... trust your feelings. Don't be 
afraid of them. You know what the truth is. 

OBI-WAN: (reluctantly) Yes, Master. 

QUI-GON: Remember - your anger gives him strength. 
Release your anger, and he becomes powerless. 

OBI-WAN: As you say. Master. 

QUI-GON: He's one catwalk level above us. I'm rested 
up now. You? 

OBI-WAN: I'm ready. 

QUI-GON: Then jump!! 

Sound: The two Jedi leap into the sky with a whoosh. 
They land on the catwalk, and the duel (along with DOTF 
music) begins again. Several seconds of fierce fighting. 

MAUL: (grunts as if having difficulty) 

QUI-GON: (wry) Having trouble, are we? Not as easy to 
fight two "weak and useless" Jedi at the same time as you 
thought, eh? 

OBI-WAN: Let me show you how weak the light side is - 
(YELLS AS HE SENDS A MIGHTY SLASH MAUL'S WAY) 




Sound: The blades spark and the catwalk floor sizzles as 
Maul pins Obi-Wan's saber down. 

OBI-WAN: (grunt) Let go! Can't pull my blade free - 

Sound: Maul kicks Obi-Wan in the face again. 

OBI-WAN: SCREAMS AS HE PLUMMETS OFF THE 
CATWALK. 

QUI-GON: OBI-WANl! NO!! 

MAUL: r m sorry did I interrupt him? Something about 
"how weak the light side is?" 

QUI-GON: Bastard!! 

Sound: Qui-Gon backhands Maul in the jaw, knocking 
him off the catwalk. 

MAUL: SCREAMS AS HE FALLS, LANDING WITH AN 
"OOF" ON ANOTHER CATWALK LEVEL. 

QUI-GON: Lost your concentration for a second. Your 
master will be disappointed, Sith Lord. 

OBI-WAN: (far below, hurting) Master... help me... 

QUI-GON: (relieved) He's alive! (calling) Are you all 
right, Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: Barely. Caught the edge of a lower catwalk. 
I'm two levels below you. 

QUI-GON: (to himself) And the Sith's only one level 
down, (calling out) You'll have to pull yourself up, Obi-Wan. 
We dare not give this man another respite. 

Sound: Qui-Gon deactivates his 'saber and Jumps down 
to MauTs catwalk level, reigniting as he lands. 

QUI-GON: Now you die— 

Sound: Maul kicks him and scrambles to his feet, 
reactivating his 'saber. 

MAUL: Do you think me that easy a target? 

QUI-GON: ROARS IN FRUSTRATION AS HE ATTACKS 
AGAIN. 

Sound: Shifts slightly as it moves to Obi-Wan's position. 



OBI-WAN: (GROANS AS HE PULLS HIMSELF BACK 
ONTO THE CATWALK) So tired. But my master isn't 
resting, so neither can 1... 

Sound: He grabs his lightsaber. 

OBI-WAN: Has Qui-Gon got him on the run now? It looks 
like it...no. No, the Sith Lord's leading him. What's that at 
the far end of that catwalk? Looks like lasers...(loudly) 
Master, wait for me!! 

QUI-GON: I can't!! 

OBI-WAN: He can't?!? Why n...no time for questions 
now. Gather your strength, Obi-Wan. Gather the Force... 
you've only got one good jump left in you.... 

Sound: Obi-Wan leaps into the air with a cry, flying 
upward and landing on the catwalk. He instantly ignites his 
'saber and starts running. 

OBI-WAN: (breathing hard) MASTER, WAIT!! 

Sound: The laser gate noises begin to come up. 

QUI-GON: You're cornered now, Sith Lord. Those laser 
gates can destroy flesh just as easily as excess plasma 
energy! 

Sound: The laser gates begin to go down. 

MAUL: (moving back all the while) I'm not as cornered 
as you think. Can you defeat me without being destroyed by 
the lasers? I wonder... 

Sound: The laser gates go completely down. The duel 
continues. Obi-Wan is still running towards them in the 
distance. 

OBI-WAN: (far off) Master, wait up, will you?? I dare not 
use Force-enhanced speed here... 

QUI-GON: He's starting to weaken. I can't let up now... 

Sound: The laser gates begin to go back up. 

OBI-WAN: (coming closer) Master, get back!! You'll be 
vaporized!! 



Sound: The laser gates go all the way back up, and Obi- 
Wan skids to a halt Qui-Gon deactivates his lightsaber. 

QUI-GON: So that was your intent all along - to separate 
me and Obi-Wan. 

MAUL: You weren't having any luck fighting me with the 
"aid" of your hot-tempered apprentice. So I thought I'd get 
him out of our way. Now you'll have to wait... 

Sound: He hits the "laser gate" with his lightsaber 

MAUL: Hmm. You're quite right about this gate's 
destructive potential. 

Sound: He deactivates his lightsaber 

OBI-WAN: How long do we have to wait. Master? 

MAUL: Five minutes, Obi-Wan. Time enough for you to 
prepare for your death. 

OBI-WAN: (hotly) I wasn't asking you!! 

MAUL: Too bad. I rather like the idea of you calling me 
"Master." (chuckles) 

OBI-WAN: (lets out a shaky breath and deactivates his 
lightsaber) Now what do we do? 

Sound: Qui-Gon gets to his knees. 

QUI-GON: We wait... 

SCENE 11-10 EXTERIOR NABOO - GRASS PLAINS - 
DAY 

Sound: The ground battle sounds continue. A massive 
explosion, and the death cry of a faambaa and several 
Gungans. The shield begins to audibly shake, weakening. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: Dere goes anutter fambaa! Da 
shield can't take muchen more! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Trow all boomas at da wolling 
maccaneks!! Wesa got to hold dem off da shield 
generators!! 



GUNGAN SOLDIER #2: Wesa can't!! Da walking 
maccaneks holding usen back!! 

Sound: Another explosion and death scream from a 
faambaa. The shield finally goes down with a pitched-down 
moan. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: DA SHIELD'S DOWN!! DA 
SHIELD'S DOWN!! 

OOM-9: (far off, amplified) ATT hover tanks, move in! 
Destroy all primitives!! 

Sound: The hover tanks begin to approach, firing. 
Numerous death screams from the Gungans. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER: Cap'n Tarpals, wesa gettin' 
pasted!! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Wesen done all wesa can do. My 
hope wesa bought da Naboo Queen enuff time!! (whistles, 
then loudly) Sound da horns!! Retreat! RETREAT!! 

GUNGAN SOLDIERS: RETREAT!! (wild lines to that 
effect) 

Sound: The kaadu-riding Gungans begin to gallop away. 

OOM-9: Pursue the primitives!! Let none of them get 
away!! 

Sound: Shift to slightly elsewhere in the battlefield. 

JAR-JAR: (panting from running) How're wesa supposen 
to da get away from dem?!? 

GUNGAN SOLDIERS: RETREAT!! 

JAR-JAR: YOUSEN HEARD DEM!! RETREAT!! 

RETREAT!! 

Sound: The hover tanks and their firing comes closer. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa neber gettin' away in time! My gotta 
hide!! Oh - dat wagon dere. Datsen work. My hide under 
dere... 

Sound: Jar-Jar dives under the wagon, and the battle 
noises become slightly muffled. 



JAR-JAR: Whew. Dis is nutsen. 

Sound: The wagon begins to rumble down a hill, away 
from Jar-Jar 

JAR-JAR: Oh!! Uh oh!! Hey!! Wagon, where yousa 
goin'!! Wait for my!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar grabs onto the back and stars climbing up 
the wagon. 

JAR-JAR: Mesa get in here, den my no be hit by fire - 
whatsen in here? Uh oh - BIG Boomas!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar accidentally opens the back gate. 

JAR-JAR: WH-WHOAAA!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar falls and rolls onto the ground. 

JAR-JAR: ARGGHH!! Yousen do it again! Stoopid, clumsy 

Sound: The big Boomas start to roll out of the wagon, 
"plinking" as they bounce down the hill. 

JAR-JAR: (gasp) Oh no!! Da Boomas roll out!! My gonna 
get zapped!! Mesa outta here!! Ohhhhh!!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar scrambles to his feet and starts running 
down the hill, screaming. 

JAR-JAR: LOOK OUT!! OUT DA WAY!! BOOMAS!! OUT 
DA WAYYY!!! 

Sound: The boomas connect with some tanks, exploding 
them. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #4: (running, moving off) Tank 
you, JaJa!! Da tanks getting pasted!! 

JAR-JAR: (running) HEP!! HEP!! GIVE MY A LIFT!! 

Sound: A kaadu runs close by, and a Gungan grabs Jar- 
Jar and flings him onto the beast behind him. 

JAR-JAR: Ohhh, tank you. 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: No prob. 

JAR-JAR: Where wesa goin'?!? 



GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: Back to da swamp. Now dat 
dose tanks are hit, maybe wesa actually gets dere... 

OOM-9: (amplified, far off) The tanks are damaged!! The 
primitives are escaping!! Send in reinforcement tanks!! 
Droid carriers, open fire!! 

Sound: More turbolaser shots begin from far off. 

JAR-JAR: Ohh, da carriers fire too?? Wesa doomed... 

GUNGAN SOLDIER #3: Wesen gonna make it!! Wesa 
goin ho— 

Sound: Massive explosion, and death screams of the 
Gungan soldier and the kaadu. 

JAR-JAR: HOWLS AS HE FLIES THROUGH THE AIR. 

Sound: Jar-Jar lands with a thud on a rumbling hover 
tank. 

JAR-JAR: (GROANS) Disn no fair!! Ohh, my hurt... 

PILOT DROID: (amplified) Primitive, get off of this tank 
unit's turret!! You are not authorized to sit there! 

JAR-JAR: My no want to be here.... my want to be back 
in da swamp, eating clams...(sobbing) 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (riding up alongside on a kaadu) 
JaJa!!JAJA!! 

JAR-JAR: Wha... Cap'n Tarpals?!? Why yousen still out 
here?? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Mesa tryin' to hold da tanks back, 
give da Gungans time to get away!! 

JAR-JAR: Can yousa give my a lift? 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Yes! But first, letsen boom dis 
tank! Jar-Jar! Usen da booma! 

JAR-JAR: What?!? Mesa don't haven a booma! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Here! Taken dis one! Catch!! 

Sound: Jar-Jar grabs and fumbles the booma, juggling. 

JAR-JAR: Whoaa... whoaaa... 



Sound: The tank hatch opens, and the pilot droid sticks 
its' head out, cocking its' rifle. 

PILOT DROID: Primitive. Get off the turret now or you 
will be shot off!! 

JAR-JAR: Whoo whoo whooo 1!! 

PILOT DROID: What?!? (jibbering and sparking noises 
as the booma connects and electrocutes the droid) 

Sound: The tank turret begins to swing. 

JAR-JAR: WHOAA!!! HEP!! MY CANT HOLD ON!! 

Sound: The tank groans and tilts, digging a furrow into 
the ground. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Yousa did it!! Da tank's gonna 
crash!! 

JAR-JAR: Yeah, wit my on it!! HEP ME!! 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Jump, JaJa!! My catch you!! 

JAR-JAR: YELLS AS HE JUMPS. 

Sound: LOUD explosion as the tank blows itself apart. 
Jar-Jar and Captain Tarpals hit the ground and roll, coming 
to a stop. 

JAR-JAR: (gibbers) Whoa. Mesa not da only clumsy 
Gungan... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Ohhh....wesa gotta get outta 
here... 

BATTLE DROID: FREEZE!! 

Sound: Multiple rifles are cocked, very close. Several 
battle droids march up. 

JAR-JAR: (gets up) Ohhh....deysa got us. Dissa bombad, 
berry berry bombad.... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: (gets up too) Mesa hopen dissa 
working for da Queen. No givin' up. General Jar-Jar. Wesa 
tink of something... 

BATTLE DROID: Hands up! 

JAR-JAR: My give up. My give up. 



CAPTAIN TARPALS: (GROANS) Whatsen wrong wit 
you, JaJa? Can't yousa even die right?? 

BATTLE DROID: Stay where you are. 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Yousa canna win. Da Gungans 
getting away. 

BATTLE DROID: We will recapture them all eventually. 
Commander, your orders? 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Keep the prisoners 
here. Our flanking forces were demolished by smugglers 
and Naboo resistance fighters. Nearly half the primitive's 
army has escaped. 

JAR-JAR: Whew. Datsen pitty good, eh? 

BATTLE DROID COMMANDER: Our forces are in 
pursuit now. When the rest of their army has been rounded 
up and returned, they will all be executed and their bodies 
piled together to rot on the fields as an example to the 
other life forms here. 

JAR-JAR: (horrified) Oh no... 

CAPTAIN TARPALS: Do my a favor, den? Shoot JaJa 
first!! 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 11-11 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: The space battle noises continue outside the 
bridge. 

TEY HOW: Captain, our starfighter forces have been 
reduced fifty percent! 

DOEINE: How can these inexperienced pilots be routing 
droid starfighters?!? This is beyond belief!! Tey How, has 
the ground battle been won yet? 

TEY HOW: Almost. Another few minutes. 

DOEINE: (sigh) Prepare to launch reinforcements. 



TEY HOW: We shall have to lower our hangar forcefields 
momentarily - 

DOFINE: DO IT!! 

SCENE 11-12 INTERIOR ANAKIN S N-1 
STARFIGHTER - COCKPIT 

Sound: Space battle sounds continue. 

ANAKIN: I don't believe this!! I lose one starfighter, and 
two more show up on my tail!! What have I gotta do to get 
these fighters off me?!? 

ARTOO: SHRIEKS IN TOTAL PANIC. 

ANAKIN: I know, Artoo! I know this isn't Podracing! 

Sound: The ship rocks with a glancing blow. 

ARTOO: SCREAMS. 

ANAKIN: We're hit! Rear shields are gone!! Til try that 
spin trick again - 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A FLURRY. 

ANAKIN: I know we're too close to the battleship!! I'll 
have to take that chance!! 

Sound: Another hit, a bad one. 

ANAKIN: Here we go.WWHHOOOAAAAA!!! 

ARTOO: SPITS OUT A BUNCH OF WHISTLES. 

ANAKIN: We're heading straight for that hangar!! 
We're out of control - we're gonna crash!! Great gobs of 
bantha poodooooooooo. 

Sound: The space battle becomes distant, and hangar 
noises come up over the fighter's engine roar. Several droid 
starbghters roar past Anakin's fighter as they fly out of the 
hangar. 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN TERROR. 

ANAKIN: AHHHHH!! There's too much here! Fighters, 
carriers, bulkheads, doors - the Podrace track is a breeze 
compared to this!! 





Sound: He frantically hits some buttons. 

ANAKIN: Where are the brakes?!? 

BRAVO TWO: (on comm) Did you see that, Bravo 
Leader?!? That fighter just flew right into the battleship's 
hangar! 

RIC OLIE: (on comm) Yeah, I saw it! All remaining 
fighters, form up on me for another run. And nobody else 
try that stunt! 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

ANAKIN: Darn it, I can't find the brakes!! 

ARTOO: SQUAWKS IN PANIC. 

ANAKIN: I see it!! We're gonna smash right into that far 
wall in a minute! I'm gonna have to try and use the floor to 
stop us!! 

Sound: The ship skips like a rock on the ground, 
screeching with each impact 

ARTOO: ANOTHER TERRIFIED SQUEAL. 

ANAKIN: I'm trying to stop!! I'm trying to stop!! 

Sound: The ship lands on the floor and stays, screeching. 

ANAKIN: I'll turn it left to cut more speed - man, I hope 
we don't blow up...this is gonna be close... 

Sound: The screeching continues.... and finally stops. 

ARTOO: "WHEW." 

ANAKIN: All right! All right! We made it!! Let me get 
this thing restarted. 

Sound: Anakin hits some buttons, but gets another 
warning beeps. 

ANAKIN: Everything's overheated. All the lights are 
red. Looks like we're stuck here... 

Sound: Droids start marching up toward the starUghter. 

ARTOO: "UH-OH..." 

ANAKIN: What?? Battle droids!! This is not good...Gotta 
duck... 



Sound: Anakin scrambles, ducking out of sight 
BATTLE DROID: What is this?? I do not see a pilot. 
BATTLE DROID #2: Spread out. Surround the 
starfighter. 

ANAKIN: (hits switches) I don't know how long it's 
gonna take for this to come back up...may have to rewire 

it... 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A QUESTION. 

ANAKIN: "What are we going to do?" (thinks about it) 
We shall be patient... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 11-13 INTERIOR TREED - POWER 
GENERATOR ELECTRIC BEAM - HALLWAY 

Sound: The humming of the laser gates, which begins to 
pitch down in preparation for deactivating. 

OBI-WAN: The gates are going down! 

Sound: Both Maul and Obi-Wan ignite their lightsabers. 
OBI-WAN: Master, fall back and join me. There's a 
melting pit past these gates - between the two of us, we can 
throw him in... 

QUI-GON: (dreamy tone) No. I must face him alone. 
OBI-WAN: What?!? You can't!! He's too good a fighter.... 
you just can't!! 

MAUL: You have given me a great battle, Jedi Master. 
But now your time has come. 

OBI-WAN: I won't let you face him alone. Master!! 
Sound: The laser gates go down completely, and Qui-Gon 
ignites his lightsaber and attacks Maul as Obi-Wan starts 
running. 

OBI-WAN: Wait for me. Master!! Fall back!! 

MAUL: Come, Qui-Gon!! Into the melting pit chamber!! 
Face your destiny!! 



Sound: The laser gates go back up, and Obi-Wan skids to 
a halt as the duel continues. 

OBI-WAN: (frustrated) ARGGHH!! Just one gate short!! 

QUI-GON: You have no more room to run, Sith Lord. 

MAUL: Nor do you. Now it's just you and me. And you 
are already tiring again. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) I should be in there with him...he 
can't match that ferocity that speed... 

Sound: A savage flurry of swings from Qui-Gon. 

QUI-GON: (starts breathing heavily again) Fall.... fall, 
damn you... 

Sound: The attack stops. 

MAUL: Your best shot - and it's not enough. Now...it's 
my turn... 

OBI-WAN: Master, fall back!! 

MAUL: This ends NOW!!! 

Sound: A flurry from Maul, even faster and more furious 
than Qui-Gon's. Maul hits Qui-Gon with the hilt of his 
lightsaber. 

OBI-WAN: GET BACK, MASTER!! HE'S GOING TO - 

Sound: A triumphant roar from Maul, and the lightsaber 
swings. 

QUI-GON: (shocked, gurgling, strangled gasp) 

OBI-WAN: 

NNNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO 

OOOOOO!!!!!!!! 

Sound: Qui-Gon hits the ground with a sickening thud, 
his lightsaber deactivating. 

MAUL: (cold chuckle, building to a booming laugh) 

OBI-WAN: (total shock) no.god, master, no. 

DARTH MAUL: Thus begins the end of all the Jedi. Save 
your tears, foolish boy - you will join him in death very 
soon. You and all of your brethren. 






OBI-WAN: (shaking, enraged) I will kill you. Even if it 
costs me my very soul... I WILL KILL YOLJLJllll 

Sound: Fade out on Obi-Wan's echoing last words.. 

SCENE 11-14 INTERIOR TREED - PALACE - HALLWAY 
TO THRONE ROOM 

Sound: The rushing of several footsteps down the 
marble floor. 

PADME: There it is!! The throne room's just ahead!! 
PANAKA: Thank the Force. Now this will finally end - 
Sound: The rolling of droidekas coming up. 

PANAKA: Droidekas!! Men, protect the Queen!! Run - 

BATTLE DROID: HALT!! 

Sound: Several rifles cock, and battle droids march up. 
GUARD #2: Another ambush!! 

GUARD: We're surrounded!! 

Sound: Padme drops her blaster. 

PADME: Put down your weapons, everyone. They win 
this round. 

PANAKA: But we can't.... 

PADME: Captain, I said put down your weapons. They've 
got us. 

Sound: The men drop their weapons. 

BATTLE DROID: Keep your hands where we can see 
them. Queen Amidala...the Viceroy wants a word with you. 

PANAKA: (defeated sigh) I hope you know what you're 
doing. Your Highness. 

PADME: Have faith, Gordon. Remember what you said? 
Once we're in the throne room... 

PANAKA: But we were counting on taking the throne. 
The Viceroy isn't stupid, he won't let you anywhere near it! 
PADME: Let me worry about that. 



BATTLE DROID: Come, prisoners. Into the throne 
room. 

SCENE 11-15 INTERIOR TREED - PALACE THRONE 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: The door to the throne room hisses open. The 
marching of the battle droids, and the footfalls of the 
Naboo fighters. 

BATTLE DROID: Here are the prisoners. Viceroy. They 
have all been disarmed. 

NUTE: Finally. Your Highness. You went to a great deal 
of trouble just to make yourself our prisoner again. 

PADME: Viceroy, this is my palace. My home. You are 
the interloper here, and I came here to remove you from it. 

NUTE: Your little insurrection is at an end. Your 
Highness. The rabble army you sent against us south of the 
city has been crushed. The Jedi are being dealt with 
elsewhere. And you are my captive. 

PADME: (calm) Am I? 

NUTE: Er...yes. Yes, you are. Time for you to sign the 
treaty, and end this pointless debate in the Senate. 

Sound: Far-off footsteps running up. 

SABE: (far off) Viceroy, your occupation here has ended! 

NUTE: Wh-WHAT?!? Another Queen?!? Guards!! After 
her! She is wearing makeup and a dress - she must be the 
real Queen!! This one here is a decoy! 

BATTLE DROID: After her, troops! 

Sound: The marching of several battle droids, clomping 
off into the distance. The far-off sound of blaster fire. 

NUTE: I don't know what she was intending, but your 
Queen will not get away with this. 

PADME: No.. .we can't have lost!! Not after all this 
effort!! Ohh, I'm going to faint... 



NUTE: (disgusted) Weak human females... Sit on the 
throne. Guards, cover her. 

PADME: (sigh) Thank you. Viceroy. Ahh. This feels 
better. Let's see...the button should be here... 

NUTE: Button? What button - 

Sound: The beep of a button, and the sliding open of a 
compartment. 

PADME: And the blasters...here!! 

Sound: The metallic click of the blasters. 

NUTE: What are you doing?!? 

PADME: Captain - CATCH!! 

NUTE: Wh-what are you - 

BATTLE DROID: Warning. The Naboo troops are 
armed. Open f- 

Sound: The screams of the battle droids as they are shot 
down. 

PADME: That's the last of those droids! 

PANAKA: Your Highness!! The door!! 

Sound: The door hisses shut. 

PADME: I've shut it. Captain! 

PANAKA: Quick, jam the doors! 

OEEICER: I've got it. Your Highness! 

PANAKA: Here, take these blasters! 

GUARDS: Thanks! (wild lines) 

PANAKA: So that's where Sabe went. Very clever, your 
Highness. 

NUTE: What...what is this?!? 

PADME: You obviously didn't explore this room as 
thoroughly as you should have. Or you'd have noticed the 
hidden buttons and panels on the throne. There were 
blasters hidden inside the throne itself, as well as a switch 
that sealed the doors to this room. It's a very thick door, 
made of transparisteel. It will take your droids several 



minutes to burn through it, if they make it past Sabe and 
her group. 

NUTE: You underestimate the power of my droid troops. 

PADME: And you overestimate them. Now, Viceroy, we 
will discuss a new treaty. One that will see the Trade 
Federation renounce any claim to any part of Naboo, and 
promise to pay full reparation for the suffering of Naboo's 
people. 

NUTE: Don't be absurd. There are too few of you. It 
won't be long before hundreds of destroyer droids break in 
to rescue us. 

PADME: We shall see. 

NUTE: This would be amusing, were it not so pathetic. 
You are playing at war like a child. I have an army out 
there. 

PADME: And I have a blaster at your chest. 

NUTE: (a little more nervous) Now, I did not say we 
couldn't negotiate. The treaty... 

PADME: The treaty can wait. Right now, I want you to 
contact the droid control ship and order it to shut down the 
droids. 

NUTE: Are you brainless? I will do no such thing! I will 
be free within moments, and you will be my prisoner again. 

Sound: Laser bolts begin to echo off the other side of the 
door 

NUTE: You see? Rescue is already at hand. 

PADME: Sabe... 

PANAKA: Sounds like...maybe three droidekas out 
there. Sabe must be holding the others off, or drawing them 
away. 

PADME: I hope so. Guards, position yourselves on either 
side of the door. Captain, place the Viceroy over there in 



front. If they blast down the door. Viceroy you will be the 
first one killed. Do you want that? 

NUTE: You are being foolish. Those droids are excellent 
shots. They will not shoot at me. You had best surrender, 
your Highness. It may be your only chance. 

PADME: That's my line. Viceroy. 

PANAKA: Your Highness, the door's holding...for now. 

Sound: The frequency of the fire outside the room picks 
up ominously 

PANAKA: It sound like they're concentrating their fire. 
Even these doors won't hold under that for long. 

NUTE: There. The door will soon break down, and you 
will be surrounded by droidekas. A word from me either 
way, and they will either spare you...or cut you in two. Your 
choice. 

Sound: The door begins to groan under the pressure. 

PANAKA: Your Highness...what are your orders? 

PADME: My orders? (beat) Pray. Pray for a miracle. 

NARRATOR: For Obi-Wan, Anakin, Jar-Jar, and Queen 
Amidala, all hope seems lost. For the Sith and the 
Neimoidians, victory seems imminent. But not all is as it 
seems. Within the pacifist Queen has emerged a warrior. 
From within a cowardly Gungan has come bravery. What 
may be hidden within the former slave boy and the hot- 
tempered Jedi apprentice? And will that be the key to 
victory for the Force of Light...or the Force of Darkness? 

Music: Star Wars End Theme. 

NARRATOR: CLOSING CREDITS. 



CHAPTER TWELVE: 

"A LIFE ENDS, A LIFE BEGINS" 

CAST: (in chronological SOUND/FX 

order) ROLES: 

Obi-Wan Kenobi Artoo Detoo 

Darth Maul Kaadu 

Anakin Sky walker 
Battle Droid Commander 
Tey How 

Captain Daultay Dofine 
Ric Olie (Bravo Leader) 

Bravo Two 

Battle Droid 

Battle Droid #2 

Jar-Jar Binks 

Captain Tarpals 

Viceroy Nute Gunray 

Captain Gordon Panaka 

Queen Padme Naberrie Amidala 

Naboo Lieutenant 

Naboo Guard 

Bravo Three 

Qui-Gon Jinn 

Darth Sidious 

Rabe 



Senate Guard 

Chancellor Augustus Palpatine 

Yoda 

Mace Windu 

Governor Sio Bibble 

Boss Nass 

ANNOUNCER: OPENING CREDITS. 

Music: Opening Theme. 

NARRATOR: A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away, 
there came a time of crisis, when a powerful Republic was 
attacked by enemies from within. Now, that crisis has led to 
a bloodbath on the planet Naboo. In the capitol city of 
Theed, Queen Amidala and her troops have staged a daring 
assault, in an all-or-nothing attempt to free their world from 
the iron grip of the Trade Federation. But the battle has 
gone against them, and the Queen has been recaptured by 
Viceroy Nute Gunray. The Gungans waging a battle of 
distraction in the fields outside the city have been routed, 
and the orbital attack on the Droid Control Ship by Bravo 
Squadron has failed. 

Sound: The buzzing of the melting pit's laser gate. 

NARRATOR: But for Jedi apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi, 
the day has brought even worse tragedy. Before his very 
eyes, his master Qui-Gon Jinn battled against the Sith Lord 
Darth Maul...and was struck down. Now, only a laser gate 
separates Kenobi from a battle he may not be able to win... 

SCENE 12-1 INTERIOR THEED - POWER GENERATOR 
- MELTING PIT 

Sound: Darth Maul's lightsaber reactivates. The laser 
gates begin to hum erratically, preparing to lower. 



OBI-WAN: The gate's about to lower. Finally. I don't 
know what role you've had in all of this, but it no longer 
matters. I am going to chop you up limb from limb. 

Sound: The gate starts to lower. 

MAUL: You have already lost. 

OBI-WAN: SCREAMS IN RAGE. 

Sound: The gate goes down completely and Obi-Wan 
runs toward Maul practically crashing into him. The sound 
of the lightsabers is almost deafening. 

MAUL: Not bad...not bad.... 

Sound: The clash of lightsaber blades go on for several 
seconds, and then continues under dialogue. 

MAUL: I must compliment you. Now that you've stopped 
your showboating and harnessed your anger, you're a much 
better opponent. For a while, I was getting bor - AGGHH!! 

Sound: A snap as MauTs lightsaber is cut in half Maul 
falls back to the floor, one of his blade deactivates. 

OBI-WAN: You talk too much, Sith Lord! Now you'll have 
to fight with only one lightsaber blade instead of two! 

MAUL: Suits ME - 

Sound: Maul jumps up as Obi-Wan goes on the offensive. 
The laser gates go back up. 

OBI-WAN: Keep on retreating, Sith. You've got nowhere 
to run now! If you try for the laser gates again. I'll make 
sure they incinerate you!! 

MAUL: I don't need a lightsaber to destroy you - 

Sound: Maul sends a boot into Obi-Wan's face. Obi-Wan 
grunts as he flips in mid-air and lands on his feet. 

OBI-WAN: A kick to the face isn't going to stop me!! 

Sound: Again, their lightsabers clash. 

OBI-WAN: Back you go - BACK!! Into the laser gates!! 
I'm going to push you to your death!! 

MAUL: Push to your death...what a wonderful idea. 



Sound: Maul summons up the Force. Obi-Wan grunts, 
straining. 

OBI-WAN: No!! Can't...let him...use the Force...to push 
me... 

MAUL: The Force is my ally...not yours. Now, it's your 
turn to go back! Back into the melting pit! Back! BACK!! 

OBI-WAN: SCREAMS AS HE TUMBLES DOWN THE 
PIT. 

Sound: Obi-Wan's lightsaber deactivates and clatters to 
the floor. A metallic clang as Obi-Wan clutches a nozzle at 
the side of the pit. 

OBI-WAN: OOF!! 

Sound: Obi-Wan continues to making straining noises as 
Maul walks to the side of the pit. 

MAUL: Lucky. You were able to grab that nozzle at the 
pit's side. But I'm afraid you've only delayed the inevitable. 

OBI-WAN: You haven't killed me yet... 

MAUL: A warrior uses every weapon at his disposal, not 
merely what is in his hands. At any rate, you'll no longer 
need what you had in your hands - 

Sound: Maul kicks Obi-Wan's lightsaber into the pit. The 
lightsaber clacks and clicks against the pit's wall as it 
tumbles down. 

OBI-WAN: My lightsaber!! NO!!! 

MAUL: Down it goes...down a bottomless pit to oblivion. 
Which is where you are going next, my foolish young friend. 
It's a shame, really. Even in his old age, your master put up 
more of a fight than this. Perhaps if you'd had more time to 
temper your emotions. A pity...I wanted more of a 
challenge. 

OBI-WAN: You might as well get it over with... 

MAUL: r m in no hurry. The Trade Federation has the 
Queen and your friends taken care of. No, I'm going to 



stand here...and wait for you to lose your grip, fall into the 
abyss, and die... 

Sound: Laser gates out. 

Music: Up. 

SCENE 9-2 INTERIOR NABOO STAREIGHTER - 
COCKPIT - EEDERATION HANGAR 

Sound: Naboo cockpit sounds up. The hum of the 
Federation hangar. 

ANAKIN: Unghh...gotta bypass...these relays... 

Sound: The sparking of wires. 

ANAKIN: Are they still out there, Artoo? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN ALARM. 

ANAKIN: I was afraid of that. This is not good. The 
systems are still overheated, Artoo. 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN (far off): Whoever is inside 
the starfighter, come out with your hands above your head! 

ANAKIN: The ship needs more time to cool off, Artoo! 
They can't see me with my head down. Stall them! 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN (closer): You there. 
Astromech droid. Where is your pilot? 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A LONG SENTENCE. 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: Audio receptors must be 
malfunctioning. Repeat, please? 

ARTOO: REPEATS THE SENTENCE: 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: YOU are the pilot?!? That is 
not logical. Astromech droids are not programmed for 
independent piloting!! 

ARTOO: BEEPS OUT AN ELECTRONIC RASPBERRY. 
BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: Detach yourself from the 
starfighter. Let me see your identification! 

Sound: A new set of beeps from the cockpit dashboard. 



ANAKIN: Lights are all green, Artoo! Let me check the 
controls... 

Sound: A metallic groan as the ship's flaps are activated. 

ANAKIN: Yes!! We have power! Starting up the 
engines... 

Sound: The engines come to life. 

ANAKIN: Shields up!! 

Sound: The shields come up. 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: Alert!! There is a humanoid 
pilot aboard the starfighter! All troops, open fire!! 

Sound: The battle droids open fire on the starfighter. 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: Go to maximum firepower! 
Blast him!! 

ANAKIN: Blast me, huh? Take this - 

Sound: Anakin opens up with his lasers, blowing up 
battle droids. 

BATTLE DROID CAPTAIN: SCREAMS AS IT IS 
BLOWN APART. 

ANAKIN: Let's see how you like proton torpedoes!! Take 
this!! 

Sound: Anakin fires torpedoes, ft blasts a bunch of battle 
droids to bits. 

ANAKIN: And this!! 

Sound: Anakin fires again. The torpedoes whistle as they 
fly down the corridor. 

ANAKIN: Oops...I missed. 

Sound: The report of a distant explosion. 

ANAKIN: Well, at least I hit something. Repulsorlifts to 
full, Artoo. Let's get out of here! 

SCENE 12-3 INTERIOR EEDERATION BATTLESHIP - 
BRIDGE 

Sound: Bridge interior. 



TEY HOW: Sir, the droidekas have almost regained 
access to the throne room. 

DOFINE: Good. This battle is almost over. Divert 
computer resources to the orbital battle. It is time to deal 
with these pesky Naboo pilots once and for all - 

Sound: A low hum as power starts to fail. 

DOFINE: What is happening with the lights?!? 

TEY HOW: Sir, we are losing power! There is some 
problem with the main reactor... 

Sound: Computer beeps. 

TEY HOW: Sir, engineers are reporting a series of chain 
reaction explosions within the reactor chamber! Two proton 
torpedoes detonated inside the power relays! 

DOFINE: Impossible! Nothing can get through our 
shield!! 

Sound: Instrument panels begin to spark. 

TEY HOW: The reactors are building to overload, sir! 
We are unable to eject them! 

DOFINE: Wedl be blown to bits! All hands, abandon 
ship! Tey How, ready the escape pods! 

TEY HOW: Sir, we don't have any escape pods! 

DOFINE: What?!? 

TEY HOW: They were deemed unnecessary and too 
expensive! 

Sound: A growing rumble throughout the ship. 

DOFINE: No.... NNNOOOO!!!!! 

Sound: A massive explosion as the bridge is blown apart. 

SCENE 12-4 INTERIOR NABOO FIGHTER - COCKPIT - 
SPACE 

Sound: Naboo fighter cockpit sounds. The far-off sound 
of explosions. 




RIC OLIE: Bravo Two, am I seeing what I think Tm 
seeing? 

BRAVO TWO: You sure are! The battleship's blowing up 
from the inside! There goes the command sphere! 

RIC OLIE: And the droid starfighters are all stopping! 
But how?? 

SCENE 12-5 INTERIOR ANAKIN'S STAREIGHTER - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Naboo fighter cockpit sounds. The screams of 
battle droids as the explosion overtakes them. The growing, 
rumbling sound of the explosions. 

RIC OLIE: (static-filled over comm) We didn't hit it!! 

ANAKIN: Artoo, what's happening?!? The whole's ship's 
blowing up around us!! 

ARTOO: SQUEALS IN ALARM. 

ANAKIN: I've got it full throttle! We'll just have to hope 
it's fast enough! If I get blown up here. Mom's gonna kill 
me! Whoa - almost hit that carrier ship! 

Sound: The explosion's start to recede into the 
background. 

ANAKIN: YES!! We're outrunning it! Now THIS is 
Podracing!! 

BRAVO TWO: (over comm) Look! One of ours!! Outta 
the main hold! 

ANAKIN: Almost there, Artoo...almost there...we're 
clear!! WHHOOHHOOOOO!!!! 

RIC OLIE: (over comm) Whoever you are, you just saved 
our entire planet! Now pour it on, all fighters!! Get clear of 
that thing!! 

Sound: The starfighters roar past. The series of 
explosions grow into one huge crescendo, then fade. The 



cheering of Anakin, Ric and all the pilots take us out of the 
scene. 

SCENE 9-6 EXTERIOR NABOO GRASS PLAINS - DAY 

Sound: Grass plains noises. The marching of the battle 
droids. 

BATTLE DROID: Are all the native prisoners collected, 
OB-2013? 

BATTLE DROID #2: Affirmative, OMM-1138. 

BATTLE DROID: Then execute them (voice slows down) 
asss perrr ooorrr.... 

Sound: Clanging noises as the droids begin to collapse. 

JAR-JAR: Wha...whatsa happening to dem? Whatsa dey 
doing? 

CAPT. TARPALS: Deysen all losen power! Da Naboo 
pilots musta duded it! Da control ship has been destroyed! 

JAR-JAR: Deysa all broken! Wesa won!! WESA 
WONNN!!!! 

GUNGANS: WHOOP AND CHEER LOUDLY. 

SCENE 12-7 INTERIOR THEED - PALACE THRONE 
ROOM - DAY 

Sound: Murmurs, wild lines from the guards. 

NUTE: Wha...keep blasting, you idiots! Get me out of 
here!! 

PANAKA: Your Highness, we haven't heard any noises 
from that door for a few minutes. Permission to look 
outside? 

PADME: Do so, but be careful. Lieutenant, do you have a 
link established with the pilots yet? 

LIEUTENANT: Working on it. Your Highness. 

NUTE: Why are they not shooting...?!? 




PANAKA: Watch it, troops. They may be trying to 
surprise us...ready... open the door...NOW! 

Sound: The door opens. The guards run out, looking 
around. 

GUARD: It's all right. The droids appear to be 
powerless. 

LIEUTENANT: Your Highness, the link's established! I 
have Bravo One on visual! 

Sound: Static and buzzing as the comlink is established. 
The Lieutenant talks to his own comlink under next 
dialogue. 

PADME: Bravo One, this is Queen Amidala. Status 
report? 

RIC OLIE: Mission accomplished. Your Highness! The 
Droid Control Ship has been completely destroyed! 

GUARDS: ALL CHEER. 

NUTE: No...it can't be... 

PADME: All of Naboo owes you and your troops an 
enormous debt of gratitude. Return to the main hangar. I'll 
send a speeder to return you to the palace. 

RIC OLIE: We'll be waiting for it! Bravo One out! 

Sound: The comlink is deactivated. The sweep of paper 
as Queen Amidala picks up the treaty. 

PADME: And now. Viceroy...this treaty of yours... 

Sound: The treaty is slowly torn in two. 

PADME: I 'm afraid I can't sign it. 

NUTE: Impossible. It's impossible. How co... 

LIEUTENANT: Your Highness, Sabe reports her group 
is fine and awaiting orders. 

PADME: Wonderful. Have them join us here. Captain, 
take the Neimoidians to the dungeons. 

PANAKA: Without food and water, your Highness? 

NUTE: GROANS. 



PADME: No. We won't stoop to their level. I want them 
taken care of. As soon as we're certain the city is secured. 
I'll contact Coruscant and ask that a ship be sent to 
extradite them. 

PANAKA: If you feel it best. Your Highness...all right. 
Come on, you slugs. Guards, cover them well, (fading out) If 
you offer the least excuse, however, I may forget the 
Queen's order... 

Sound: Panaka's voice fades out. The beeping of 
communications equipment. 

PADME: Boss Nass, this is Padme. Acknowledge. 

BOSS NASS: (on comlink) Disn Boss Nass here. Queen 
Amidoll. All da macineeks goen out. Da Gungans trowen a 
party don heres - alia yous Naboo imbided! 

PADME: r m glad to hear that, Nass. We'll send vehicles 
immediately to treat your wounded. Padme out. 

Sound: Padme switches channels. 

PADME: Padme to Qui-Gon Jinn, come in please. 

Sound: A long stretch of static. 

PADME: Qui-Gon Jinn or Obi-Wan Kenobi, can you hear 
me? Please come in!! 

Sound: More static. 

PADME: Oh no. Oh Gods, no... 

SCENE 12-8 INTERIOR NABOO STAREIGHTER - 
COCKPIT 

Sound: Fade in on starbghter cockpit sounds. The 
whistling of wind whips past the starbghter. 

ANAKIN: Have you got the autopilot back on yet, Artoo? 

ARTOO: BEEPS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

ANAKIN: Good, (sigh) I wasn't sure I could fly this ship 
to a landing yet. I hope the Naboo don't mind me flying one 
of their ships. 



ARTOO: BEEPS OUT A QUERY. 

ANAKIN: How did I do what? 

ARTOO: ELABORATES ON HIS QUESTION. 

ANAKIN: How did I know where to torpedo that 
battleship? I...I didn't. I was just going to use the blasters, 
and...something inside me just said 'fire the torpedoes 
now!' I don't know what that...(pause) Then again...maybe I 
do know what it was... 

ARTOO: BEEPS ANOTHER QUESTION. 

ANAKIN: Qui-Gon said some thing... if you quiet your 
mind, you can hear the midichlorians speaking to you. 
Telling you the will of the Force...that's it! That's that voice 
I've been hearing all these years! The Force! I finally 
understand!! 

ARTOO: BEEPS "I WISH I DID." 

ANAKIN: Oh, I couldn't have done it without you either, 
Artoo. Wow...it's like I'm looking at the universe in a whole 
new way... 

SCENE 12-9 INTERIOR THEED - CENTRAL HANGAR - 
DAY 

Sound: The noise of starfighters landing, taxing back 
into their launch bays, and shutting down. The opening of 
canopies, and the steps of pilots disembarking. 

RIC OLIE: Are we all here? Sound off! 

BRAVO TWO: Bravo Two here. 

BRAVO THREE: Bravo Three here. 

BRAVO EIVE: Bravo Five here. 

BRAVO SIX: Bravo Six alive and well. 

PILOTS: SOUND OFF IN BACKGROUND UNDER NEXT 
LINES. 

BRAVO THREE: Now that we're back on the ground, 
would somebody please tell me just what the hell happened 



up there? 

BRAVO TWO: That pilot...he was either a genius or a 
lunatic. He flew into the Control Ship's hold just as 
Federation droid starfighters were leaving. They have to 
lower the hangar bay shields just long enough for their 
ships to leave. That shield could only have been down for a 
second! Then he made his way into the battleship's interior 
and blasted the main reactor... 

BRAVO THREE: Amazing... They don't teach that in the 
academy. 

BRAVO TWO: Well, maybe they should start. 

BRAVO THREE: Look! Here comes our mystery hero 
now! 

Sound: Anakin's starfighter comes to a landing and taxis 
to its' la un ch bay. 

RIC OLIE: Well, we're all accounted for, both alive and 
dead. Who flew that ship? 

ARTOO: TOOTS OUT A WELCOME. 

RIC OLIE: Don't tell me it was you, Artoo! Even I know 
droids can't fly starfighters! 

Sound: A canopy opens. 

ANAKIN: No...it was me. 

Sound: All the pilots gasp and murmur in amazement. 

RIC OLIE: Ton.But...how...?!? 

ANAKIN: I just used what you taught me. About flying 
Naboo spaceships. The autopilot took me up there, but 
Artoo was able to override it. 

BRAVO THREE: You blew up that battleship...?? 

BRAVO EIVE: A little boy..71? 

BRAVO TWO: I can't believe it. But...I saw it with my 
own eyes. 

ANAKIN: I'm not going to get into trouble, am I? 

ARTOO: BEEPS "UH OH." 






RIC OLIE: Trouble? Kid...you may be the greatest hero 
Tve ever known. Pilots, help him out of there! I can't wait to 
see the Queen's face when I tell her about this! 

Sound: Anakin grunts as he's hoisted out of the 
starhghter and placed to the ground. Artoo disengages 
himself from the starhghter Wild lines from pilots as they 
talk amongst themselves. 

RIC OLIE: A speeder will be here any minute. 

ANAKIN: Where are the others? Padme, Qui-Gon... 

RIC OLIE: The Queen's at the palace with Panaka. I 
imagine the Jedi are there as well. You'll be able to tell them 
all about your great adventure. I bet the Queen will just... 
are you all right? 

ANAKIN: I...I'm not...sure...s-something's wrong... 

RIC OLIE: What do you mean? The droids are finished. 
We won. 

ANAKIN: No, not the droids...! can't...place... 

Sound: The beeping of a comlink. 

RIC OLIE: Hang on, Anakin. (activates the comlink) Yes, 
Captain Olie here. 

PADME: (on comlink) Ric, this is the Queen. Do you see 
any sign of the Jedi at the hangar? I've been unable to get 
in contact with either of them. 

RIC OLIE: Don't see any sign of them here. Your 
Highness. They may have gone outside - 

ANAKIN: Ric, what's beyond that door there? 

RIC OLIE: Oh, that's the power generator. We channel 
plasma energy from underground. But it's not running right 
now...where are you going? 

Sound: Anakin slowly starts walking, picking up speed 
with every step. 

ANAKIN: Come on!! Hurry!!! 



RIC OLIE: Wh-what's going on?!? Your Highness, I'll call 
you back! (deactivates comlink) Hey Bravo Two and Four, 
come on!! The rest of you, wait for the speeder! 

Sound: Fade out on the power generator door opening. 

SCENE 12-10 INTERIOR THEED - POWER 
GENERATOR - MELTING PIT 

Sound: Fade in on power generator noises. Sparking and 
clashing noises as Maul runs his lightsaber blade across 
the edge of the pit. Obi-Wan grunts as shrapnel flies down 
around him. 

OBI-WAN: Ungg!! Get it over with!! If you're going to 
kill me, do it already!! 

MAUL: I am starting to tire of this game. Why don't you 
save me the trouble, servant of the Senate? Why don't you 
just drop? 

OBI-WAN: L..I won't give you...the satisfaction...help...is 
coming... 

MAUL: That help will come too late to save you. And that 
help will soon need help, (chuckle) 

OBI-WAN: You'll never make it...off Naboo...alive... 

MAUL: My ship is standing by. Without a signal from me, 
it will take off for our base in one hour. If need be, I can 
survive until help comes. 

OBI-WAN: Since...I'm about to die...anyway...why don't 
you tell me... why?!? Why all of this?!? 

MAUL: The invasion, you mean? It is but the first step. 
The first step in our masterplan. 

OBI-WAN: What... what plan is that? 

MAUL: Oh no. You don't truly think me that stupid, do 
you? All you need to know is that when the masterplan is 
completed....the Republic and the Jedi will cease to exist. 



OBI-WAN: Many a Sith...before you...have said that. 
They'll all failed...every one of them...unggh... 

MAUL: Tm tired of talking. Just let go already. You can't 
hang from that nozzle forever. I can hear the rasp in your 
breath. Your strength is failing you. 

OBI-WAN: Strength... 

Music: The Force theme starts, softly at first. 

OBI-WAN: My anger...gave him strength. Oh Master, 
why didn't I listen? 

MAUL: What are you talking about? 

Sound: Obi-Wan slows his breath, relaxing. 

OBI-WAN: Release the anger... and he becomes 
powerless. My strength...my true strength...is in the Force. 

MAUL: (growing uneasy) What are you doing? Making a 
prayer to the Force? It won't save you now. 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) The Force is my strength. The 
Force gives me knowledge. My master's lightsaber...still lies 
on the ground near his body. I have the power to leap out of 
the pit...the power to call his lightsaber to me... 

MAUL: Stop it. Whatever you're doing it, stop it. I can't 
see what you're thinking...can't anticipate... 

OBI-WAN: I believe in the Force. The Force is my power. 
The Force is my ally. Together, the Jedi...and the Force...are 
unstoppable - 

Sound: Obi-Wan grunts as he leaps. The whistle of wind 
as he catapults out of the pit, the smooth click of a 
lightsaber entering his hand. The snap-hiss of a lightsaber 
blade igniting, and an almost-simultaneous sweep of the 
blade. A strangled gasp from Maul. 

MAUL: (a gargling half laugh) I...I don't believe it... 

Sound: Like slipping on wet porcelain. Maul slides off 
the edge of the pit. His cloak flaps as he falls. Dull thuds 
echo down the pit as he falls, going into stereo as his body 



splits in half. Obi-Wan deactivates his lightsaber. Soft 
footfalls as he runs to his master's side. 

QUI-GON: GROANS WEAKLY AS OBI-WAN LIFTS HIS 
HEAD. 

OBI-WAN: Master! Master, talk to me!! 

QUI-GON: The Sith Lord...did.... 

OBI-WAN: r m afraid he had to split. Master. 

QUI-GON: Heh. Did he...? 

OBI-WAN: I released my anger. I relied on the Living 
Force, just as you always wanted me to. I kept mindful of 
the moment, the here and now. He never saw what I was 
planning, couldn't defend himself. By the time he realized 
what was happening, it was too late. 

QUI-GON: You did...well... 

OBI-WAN: Hang on. Til go get help... 

QUI-GON: It is... t-too late...It's... 

OBI-WAN: No! 

QUI-GON: Cut off...one of the...main veins...to my 
heart...burned my insides...cut my vertebrae...nothing... 
can save me now... 

OBI-WAN: (almost sobbing) Master, the Force. I can 
heal you... 

QUI-GON: Took...all the power I have...just to stay 
alive...this long...had to...tell you...goodbye... 

OBI-WAN: Why? You had to know he was trying to 
separate us. Why didn't you wait for me?!? 

QUI-GON: For once...I listened to the Unifying Force... 
Padawan. When I saw him at the hangar... I knew...only one 
of us... three would survive. I couldn't let...him live. And I 
couldn't.... let the one who died with him...be you... 

OBI-WAN: No. Oh, no no no... 

QUI-GON: Obi-Wan... now... you must be ready... 
whether you feel you are... or not... you must be the 



teacher... promise...promise me you'll train the boy... 

OBI-WAN: Yes, Master... 

QUI-GON: He is the chosen one...he will...bring 
balance...train him...well... 

Sound: A final, rasping breath as Qui-Gon dies. Obi-Wan 
sobs brokenly. 

OBI-WAN: Master...my poor, poor master... 

ANAKIN: (far off) There they are!! 

RIC OLIE: (Far off) Turn those beams off! 

Sound: The laser gates go down. Rushing footsteps skid 
to a halt. 

ANAKIN: No.NNNOOO!!! 

Sound: Anakin runs up to Obi-Wan's side. 

ANAKIN: He can't be...I have to... 

OBI-WAN: It's too late... 

ANAKIN: (frantic) But I understand now. I have the 
power. I can heal him - 

OBI-WAN: He's gone - 

ANAKIN: (a primal scream) SHOW ME HOW TO HEAL 
HIM!!! 

OBI-WAN: Anakin...he's gone. 

Sound: Anakin beats futilely against Obi-Wan, snarling 
and growling. Obi-Wan grunts as he clutches the boy 
tightly. 

ANAKIN: Show me...you know how...show me...h-how t- 
to... 

Sound: Anakin breaks down, sobbing and wailing. 

RIC OLIE: By all the gods in the galaxy. I can't say how 
sorry I am. Pilots, take...take the Jedi Master's body. Carry 
him to the speeder. Show him the same respect you would 
the Queen. 

BRAVO TWO: Will do, Bravo Leader. 




Sound: Pilots grunt as they pick Qui-Gon's corpse up. 
Slow footsteps recede as they carry him off. 

OBI-WAN: Why is Anakin here with you? 

RIC OLIE: He...this is gonna sound incredible...this boy 
destroyed the droid control ship. 

OBI-WAN: What?!? Anakin...you did that? 

ANAKIN: (still sobbing) Yeah... for all the good it did 
Qui-Gon... 

OBI-WAN: (whisper) How did you do that? 

ANAKIN: The Force. Just as Qui-Gon was trying to tell 
me. I used the Force, and it helped me destroy the ship. 

OBI-WAN: You did? I...(amazed) yes. You did. I hear the 
truth in your words. 

RIC OLIE: (activates comlink) Your Highness, this is 
Captain Olie. Uh...weVe found the Jedi. The older one, Qui- 
Gon Jinn, he's, uh...he's dead, (long pause) Your Highness? 
Did you hear me? 

PADME: (over comlink, in a dazed whisper) I...I heard 
you. 

RIC OLIE: We're bringing his body, and the other Jedi, 
back to the palace with us. I'm sure Obi-Wan will fill you in 
on what happened there. Olie out. (deactivates comlink) 
Obi-Wan...we've got room in the speeder for the two of you. 

OBI-WAN: We'll.. .we'll be there in a moment, Ric. 

RIC OLIE: I'll...I'll leave you two alone. 

Sound: Ric walks off, slowly. 

ANAKIN: (still sobbing uncontrollably, almost 

hiccupping) I...I...should...have been...here... 

OBI-WAN: There was nothing you could have done. 

ANAKIN: SNIFFS AS HE TRIES TO PULL HIMSELF 
TOGETHER. 

OBI-WAN: Easy, Anakin. It's okay to grieve. 



ANAKIN: (still shaky voiced) Obi-Wan... I want to stay 
with you. I can't go back to being a slave. I have nowhere 
else to go... 

OBI-WAN: I...I don't know if that's possible, Anakin. But 
if there's a way...any way...to make that happen...! swear 
I'll find it. 

Sound: Fade out. 

SCENE 12-lOa INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
DUNGEON CELL 

Sound: The slight hum of a laser wall (a pitched-down 
one). Nute's voice echoes, indicating the prison cell. 

NUTE: (broken whisper) I should have known. I should 
have studied galactic history more carefully perhaps. The 
list of those the Sith used and then abandoned probably 
stretches from here to the Unknown Regions. And now 
we're the newest entry on that list. 

RUNE: I warned you something like this would happen. 
But no, you wouldn't listen to me. You could think of nothing 
but stuffing your pockets. And now look where we are!! 

NUTE: Shut up!! No one held a blaster to your head! 
You could have refused to help! 

RUNE: And ended up just like Hath Monchar did - 
dead! 

NUTE: (shuddering sigh) I'd think I'd almost prefer the 
Queen have us killed here and now. At least it would be 
quick. Better that than whatever Lord Sidious has in mind 
for us... 

Sound: The laser wall goes down, and a single pair of 
footsteps comes in. 

RUNE: Perhaps you're about to get your wish... 

NUTE: P-please... do not hurt us... 



GUARD: T m not - unfortunately. Tve been ordered to 
leave this here. 

Sound: He drops something metallic on the ground. 

NUTE: A holotransmitter. Guard? But why... no. Oh no.... 

RUNE: Who ordered you to leave this? 

GUARD: I think you already know the answer to that. Til 
be right outside the cell. Call me when you're finished. 

Sound: The guard walks out, reactivating the laser wall 
behind him. 

NUTE: The Sith's reach is even longer than I imagined. 
Is there nothing he has not anticipated?!? 

RUNE: A Naboo guard, no less. Astonishing... 

Sound: The holotransmitter buzzes and crackles into 
life. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: (on hologram) Viceroy. Lieutenant. 

NUTE: (doomed monotone) You know what has 
happened here. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Yes. 

NUTE: Get it over with then. I am resigned to whatever 
you have in store for me. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You misunderstand. I have no 
punishment in store for either of you. 

RUNE: What?!? 

NUTE: You will abandon us then, to face the Republic 
courts? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: No. What happened here was only a 
setback. 

NUTE: (he can't believe this - they're gonna live???) A 
setback...?!? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: What happened was not your fault. It 
was Captain Dofine's incompetence. He is now dead, and I 
had already gotten what / had wanted. 

NUTE: What of the death of your apprentice? 




DARTH SIDIOUS: That was not your fault either. It is 
beyond your puny power to destroy a Sith Lord. That was 
the Jedi. (angry whisper) And they shall all pay for that act. 

RUNE: But...how can we continue to aid you now? We 
are facing certain death in the Republic courts - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Oh, the Federation will be penalized. 
That is unavoidable. But I have already made arrangements 
in the courts. Neither of you will be seriously punished. 

NUTE: (hesitantly) It is almost too good to be true... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: You still have friends, both in and out 
of the Senate. They will be quick to help exonerate you. 

NUTE: But then what?? The Trade Federation is ruined! 
We will lose our trade franchise; our weapons and droids 
will be stripped from us - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Ah...but that was part of my plan all 
along. 

NUTE: It was?!? 

RUNE: Explain. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: With the Federation removed from 
the Outer Rim, you see, the Republic will be forced to move 
in and take over intergalactic trade directly in those 
regions. 

RUNE: Yes, that follows. 

DARTH SIDIOUS: They will have to build up their 
military accordingly. That will make independent parties in 
the region very unhappy, as well as commercial interests 
the galaxy over. 

NUTE: And the planetary governments, they would 
revolt against being under such a heavy yoke. But...that 
would lead to open conflict! Perhaps even... civil war.... 

RUNE: Of course. What else could a Sith be interested 
in? 



DARTH SIDIOUS: A war that will see the end of the 
Republic itself - and the rise of a New Order, led by myself. 
An order you could have a place in, as you can rightfully 
claim to be the first victim of the Republic's oppression. 

NUTE: (thinking furiously) You would need an army. And 
we have seen how useless the battle droids were - 

DARTH SIDIOUS: The droids can be improved. And...I 
have made other arrangements as well. 

NUTE: (hopeful) So...we will get our freedom back, and 
aid you in this...in return for our lives and... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Unlimited wealth and power. 

RUNE: (awed sigh) My Lord...We owe you... 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Everything. 

NUTE: (sobers quickly) Yes. (beat) When do we begin? 

DARTH SIDIOUS: Be patient. First I must finish laying 
the groundwork for the next phase of my plan. That will 
take several years. But when the time comes, the entire 
galaxy will tremble before us... 

Music: Transition. 

SCENE 12-11 INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
OUTSIDE QUEEN'S CHAMBERS 

Sound: Royal Palace interior sounds. The marching of 
the guards. 

OBI-WAN: Captain Panaka. 

PANAKA: Obi-Wan. Has the Chancellor's vessel arrived 
yet? 

OBI-WAN: It's entering the atmosphere now. It's going 
to put down in the main plaza in about fifteen minutes. 

PANAKA: Hang on. (activates comlink) Panaka to 
Dungeon. Begin moving the prisoners to the main plaza 
outside the palace. Be careful - we don't want some 
grieving widow or orphan playing sniper. 



DUNGEON GUARD: (over comlink) We'll be careful. 
Dungeon out. 

Sound: Comlink is deactivated. 

PANAKA: There have been relief vessels coming in all 
day. I haven't seen the Jedi Council's vessel arrive yet, 
though. 

OBI-WAN: They're on the Chancellor's vessel. When he 
learned of Qui-Gon's death, he invited them to travel with 
him. Is the Queen ready to join us? 

PANAKA: (sigh) I don't know. She's been cooped up in 
her chambers, crying her poor heart out. 

OBI-WAN: I didn't think Qui-Gon's death would hit her 
that hard. 

PANAKA: It's not just Qui-Gon. Far too many lives were 
lost during the Neimoidian occupation. She can't help but 
feel responsible. She's been visiting the homes of every 
Naboo and Gungan soldier who was killed. Every house she 
leaves, she looks like she's left a piece of herself there. 

OBI-WAN: May I see her? 

PANAKA: If she'll let you in. 

Sound: Obi-Wan knocks on the door of the Queen's 
chambers. The door opens. 

RABE: Yes, Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: Rabe, I'd like to speak to the Queen. 

RABE: All right. But be gentle with her. She's very 
fragile. 

SCENE 12-12 INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
QUEEN'S CHAMBERS 

Sound: A musicbox is playing a lullaby-like tune. 

OBI-WAN: Your Highness. The Chancellor's vessel is 
about to arrive. 

PADME: I am prepared. I am just...thinking. 



OBI-WAN: Your Highness, I understand your grief. You 
did all you could possibly do to stop the Federation. The 
people understand that. 

PADME: Do they? The Federation had the bodies of the 
dead incinerated. There is nothing to bury. If the people feel 
anything like me, all they feel is loss...and a lack of closure. 

OBI-WAN: Then may I make a suggestion? By Jedi 
tradition, the body of a Jedi who did not become one with 
the Force is cremated. In this way, the energy of that 
person is released from the matter and freed to join with 
the Force. We were going to have a private funeral for Qui- 
Gon tonight aboard the Chancellor's vessel. If you wish, we 
can make it a public one. 

PADME: I suppose...that would help to ease the pain. 

OBI-WAN: Anakin told me something his mother had 
taught him. She'd said that a life that was full - a life that 
accomplished great things - is to be celebrated, not 
mourned. Only a life that was wasted is to be mourned. 

PADME: Then the funeral shall serve for both. If you 
wish, I can arrange that the funeral be held in the royal 
funeral hall adjacent to the palace. 

OBI-WAN: I am honored, your Highness. 

Sound: Door opens. 

PANAKA: Your Highness? The Chancellor's vessel is 
almost here. The prisoners are waiting in the hangar. 

OBI-WAN: I'll go get Anakin. He's been staying with Ric 
Olie and the other pilots. 

PADME: Then let us go. Onward, Captain... 

Sound: Fade out 


SCENE 12-13 - EXTERIOR THEED - ROYAL PALACE 
PLAZA - DAY 



Sound: The roar of engines as the Chancellor's ship 
comes to a landing. Plaza sounds. 

ANAKIN: Here I am, Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: Hello, Anakin. How has Ric and the pilots 
been treating you? 

ANAKIN: Like I was Jabba himself. They've been feeding 
me all kinds of foods, showing me the various ships they fly, 
telling me stories about fighting pirates...it's been wild. 

OBI-WAN: r m glad you're still able to smile, after all 
that's happened. It makes me feel better. 

Sound: The ramp lowers. 

ANAKIN: Wow! That's a big ship! 

OBI-WAN: Our new Chancellor's personal vessel. He's 
come to collect the Neimoidians for trial on Coruscant. 

PANAKA: Present the prisoners! 

Sound: Nute and Rune are dragged forward. 

NUTE: Our Senatorial representative will hear about 
this. Our vessel was destroyed, and all aboard killed. You 
have even destroyed our battle droids - an expensive 
investment. 

RUNE: I shall make certain the holochannels are made 
aware of just how bigoted the Naboo are against 
nonhumans! You have treated us like we were wild beasts. 

PADME: At this point, our treatment of you and your 
forces are the least of your worries. If even half of the 
reports are true, you and your droids have committed 
shocking war crimes...up to and including attempted 
genocide. Now, Viceroy, you are going to have to go back to 
the Senate and explain all this. 

PANAKA: I think you can kiss your trade franchise 
goodbye - and that's just for starters. You'll be lucky if all 
you get is a life sentence on Kessel. 



NUTE: (bravado) I have friends in high places...and the 
courts can be persuaded. We expect to be free very soon. 

PADME: You sicken me. Death is the least you deserve. 
Captain, get them out of my sight. 

PANAKA: With pleasure. Come on, you two. Let's move!! 

OBI-WAN: Come along, Anakin. Let's greet the 
Chancellor and the Council. 

REPUBLIC GUARD: Make way for the guards of the 
Supreme Chancellor! 

Sound: Marching of the guards coming down the ramp. 

OBI-WAN: Wait right here, Anakin. Remember to bow 
when I do. 

ANAKIN: I will. 

REPUBLIC GUARD: Presenting the Supreme 
Chancellor of the Galactic Republic...Augustus Ethril 
Palpatine!! 

PADME: That's funny. I don't remember Valorum 
standing on ceremony. 

OBI-WAN: He's new to the role. Let him enjoy it. 

Sound: A single set of footsteps coming up. 

OBI-WAN: Greetings, Chancellor Palpatine. I swear my 
loyalty to you as I did to Chancellor Valorum. 

PALPATINE: Greetings, Obi-Wan Kenobi. So, you were 
the one who defeated the Sith Lord. A hard won victory, Jedi 
warrior. 

OBI-WAN: He was overconfident, cocky. That was what 
defeated him. 

PALPATINE: Indeed. Well. We are indebted to you for 
your bravery. Obi-Wan Kenobi. And you, young Skywalker... 
I heard you were the one who destroyed the Federation 
battleship. Astonishing, for one of such a young age. Tell 
me, have you given any thought to becoming a Republic 
pilot? Perhaps one day you could fly my ship. 



ANAKIN: Well, maybe. I was wanting to be a Jedi, but... 

OBI-WAN: That has yet to be decided. 

PALPATINE: Well. Whatever your future course, I am 
confident you will do well. Follow your impulses, isn't that 
what the Jedi say? 

OBI-WAN: Something like that. 

PALPATINE: Indeed, young Skywalker, we will watch 
your career with great interest. 

OBI-WAN: Come on, Anakin. Here comes the Council. 

Sound: Twin sets of footsteps as Obi-Wan and Anakin 
walk off. Palpatine walks up to the Queen. 

PALPATINE: Your Highness. It is a joy to see you alive 
and back where you belong. 

AMIDALA: Congratulations on your election. 

Chancellor. It is so good to see you again. 

PALPATINE: It's good to be home. Your boldness has 
saved our people. Your Majesty. It is you who should be 
congratulated. Together we shall bring peace and 
prosperity to the Republic. 

AMIDALA: How has the Senate reacted to events here? 

PALPATINE: It has been in an uproar. Accusations, 
counteraccusations...it will be some time before things 
settle down. My first official act as Chancellor was to expel 
the Trade Federation Senator. The Federation is under 
investigation as we speak. The Congress of Malastare was 
known to be closely tied in with them, and I plan to 
investigate them as well. 

AMIDALA: I see. Why Malastare? 

PALPATINE: I have terrible suspicions, your Highness. I 
believe this entire ordeal may have been for another 
purpose than what we believed. Another purpose entirely. 

AMIDALA: Indeed? And what is that. Chancellor? 



PALPATINE: This invasion may have had only one real 
purpose - to unseat Chancellor Valorum and put a 
puppethead ruler in his place. Remember how fast the 
Ambassador backed up the Federation's call for a 
committee? If you had signed the treaty as they had 
planned, I believe I could have convinced the Senate that 
the treaty was signed under duress. In either event, 
Valorum would have been removed from power. And as you 
know. Senator Ainlee Teem ran for election as Chancellor. 
He could very well have been taking orders from the Sith 
Lord. The election a few days ago was a close thing. Had it 
not been for the sympathy vote, he would have won. If so, 
the Senate could have fallen under the Sith's control. 

AMIDALA: That is terrible. And we so nearly played 
right into their hands. But didn't the Senator from Alderaan 
also call for Valorum's removal, and run for election as his 
successor? 

PALPATINE: I know Senator Antilles very well. Alderaan 
is not affiliated with the Trade Federation in any way. He is 
above suspicion. Much as I hate to say it, most of the rot 
and corruption in the Senate seems to belong to the non¬ 
human Senators. I wonder sometimes if they deserve to 
hold as much power as they do. 

AMIDALA: I hope you are wrong in that regard. I've 
seen in recent days just how wrong prejudice against non¬ 
humans can be. So what do you plan to do when you return 
to Coruscant? 

PALPATINE: See that the Trade Federation is brought 
to justice, to begin with. I've also asked that the tax law that 
started this whole ordeal be repealed, and that battle 
droids be outlawed. After what almost transpired here, I 
have no doubt the Senate will quickly agree, (sigh) But, on 



to other matters. I believe our victory here calls for a 
celebration. Do you not agree? 

AMIDALA: Tomorrow, we will celebrate our victory. But 
tonight...we will grieve for those who are no longer here to 
celebrate. 

Sound: Fade out 

Music: Yoda's Theme. 

SCENE 12-14 INTERIOR TURRET ROOM - NABOO 
PALACE - LATE DAY 

Sound: Chirping of birds outside the building. A distant 
bell rings. A door opens. 

OBI-WAN: Master Yoda? 

YODA: Heh...perhaps next time, a room of the palace 
closer to the ground you could choose to meditate, hmm? 
Long climb are those stairs. 

OBI-WAN: r m sorry. Master. I wanted a good view of the 
sunset. 

YODA: Hmm. Before the funeral of Master Jinn is held, I 
must tell you of the Council's decision. Much weight have 
we given to your tale of the Sith Lord. Considered what the 
boy did, we have as well. 

OBI-WAN: Will I be assigned to another master? 

YODA: No. Decided we have that facing and defeating a 
Sith is trial enough for any servant of the Force. 

OBI-WAN: r m ashamed of my actions. Master. I let my 
anger at Qui-Gon's slaying get the better of me. 

YODA: But you rose above it. When you struck the dark 
warrior down, it was with justice in your heart. Not 
revenge. The true test for a Jedi is to face the dark side 
within themselves. Yes, face it and overcome it. Accomplish 
that, you did. 

OBI-WAN: You mean...? 



YODA: Confer on you the level of Jedi Knight, the 
Council does. But agree with your taking this boy as your 
Padawan learner, I do not. 

OBI-WAN: Qui-Gon believed in him. I believe in Qui-Gon. 

YODA: (pause) A great Jedi, was Qui-Gon Jinn. Greater 
still could he have been, had he not been so impulsive. 

OBI-WAN: He understood what we did not about the 
boy. And in the end, he was right. That boy single-handedly 
saved this planet. The Force worked through him, without 
his even knowing it at the time. And now that he does know 
it, he will pursue it. Without the right guidance, he could 
travel down the wrong path and become something... 
horrible. 

YODA: Agree with you, some of the Council does. Others 
are more swayed by his bravery in the space battle. Heh - 
space battles do not make one a great Jedi! 

OBI-WAN: The space battle was just a glimpse of what 
this boy could become. 

YODA: The Chosen One the boy may be; nevertheless, 
grave danger I fear in his training. Thinks with his heart, he 
does. Not with his mind. Only when you think with both are 
you in balance. If he has no balance within himself, how can 
a Jedi he be? Let alone balance the Force? 

OBI-WAN: Master Yoda, I gave Qui-Gon my word. I will 
train Anakin. 

YODA: Where is the levelheaded initiate I knew? No 
thought do you give to your words. 

OBI-WAN: I have given it nothing but thought these last 
three days. Master, I will train him. Without the approval of 
the Council, if I must. 

YODA: Qui-Gon's defiance I sense in you. Need that, you 
do not. (long beat, then quiet) Agree with you, the council 
does. Your apprentice, Skywalker will be. 



OBI-WAN: (lets out a content sigh) Relay to the Council 
members my thanks. I am honored by their decision. 

YODA: Pleased, are you? So certain that this is right? 
Disagreed with the CounciPs decision, I did. Outvoted, I 
was. 

OBI-WAN: What? But...they've never voted against you! 
Not in centuries! 

YODA: They did this time. Tell you it should how 
concerned I am. Nothing is safe anymore. Obi-Wan. 
Everything is in flux, in change. Worry I do for the future. 

OBI-WAN: (speaking carefully) I will train this boy the 
best I can. But I will bear in mind what you've told me here. 
I will watch him carefully. 

YODA: (beat) Hmm. Remember your promise, Obi-Wan. 
Sufficient it is, if you keep it. 

OBI-WAN: I will remember. 

YODA: Then come. To the Naboo funeral hall, where bid 
farewell to your master we shall. 

Sound: Fade out 

SCENE 12-15 INTERIOR TREED - CENTRAL PLAZA - 
EUNERAL HALL - SUNSET 

Sound: A low choral dirge plays in the background, 
along with the quiet sobbing of the handmaidens. 

PALPATINE: Jedi Knights, Officers of the Royal Security 
Guard, Gungans, and your Majesty Queen Amidala. We are 
all gathered here today to bid a final farewell to a man that 
most of us here barely knew. Others here knew him but for 
a short time. To still others here, he has been a lifelong 
friend and ally. But every citizen of Naboo, and doubtless 
many others the galaxy over, all owe him their lives. In an 
act of pure selflessness, Qui-Gon Jinn spent the last days of 
his life struggling to save the lives of the hundreds of 



millions who call this planet their home. This was but the 
last in a long train of adventures in which he sought to 
protect and preserve the numerous worlds of the Republic. 
He shall never be forgotten, nor shall he be remembered 
with any bitterness or ill feeling. The Galactic Republic 
owes Qui-Gon a debt of gratitude that can now, sadly, never 
be repaid. 

Sound: Palpatine steps down from the funeral bier After 
a moment, Mace Windu replaces him. 

MACE WINDU: To the members of the Jedi Council 
assembled here, this is a doubly grievous day. We sent Qui- 
Gon on his final journey away from the Jedi Temple, with 
only his apprentice to aid him. We did so little suspecting 
that this would be the sight of his final battle. We did so in a 
spirit that was harsh, and unworthy of us. We were 
shortsighted, unwilling to see the nature of the threat 
facing this world. We ignored Qui-Gon's warnings, treating 
him with...disrespect. And at the moment he was struck 
down, we all knew it. All felt the pain of his passing, and we 
realized the horrible mistake we had made. Now we cannot 
ask his forgiveness, nor seek to make it up to him. But as his 
spirit travels to join with that glorious wonder that we call 
the Force, we know he will be at peace. We know he shall 
be content there for all eternity, and that he shall feel no ill 
will towards any. Rather, he shall feel nothing but eternal 
joy. And with that knowledge, we are content. 

Sound: Mace steps down, and Amidala replaces him. 

AMIDALA: (shaky voice) As Chancellor Palpatine has 
already stated, I knew Qui-Gon Jinn but for only a week. But 
it was obvious from the first that he was a man who loved 
life. Who treasured peace and justice above all else. Even in 
our darkest moments, he always had a thought or a kind 
word for all. Even the most hard-hearted among us were 



touched by him, and came away better for the experience. 
Before the attack on my world, I was sickened at the mere 
thought of taking up a weapon and injuring or harming 
another being. From him, I learned that there was a 
difference between fighting just to inflict harm, and fighting 
for a greater good. It is difficult to discern that difference, 
and more difficult still to know when it is appropriate to 
strike. But within your heart, you will know for which 
purpose you take action. I will always treasure that 
knowledge. 

Sound: Amidala steps down, replaced by Obi-Wan. 

OBI-WAN: My master was...to me, he was everything 
that I considered to be good in life. A kind and noble soul, a 
brave and unwavering warrior, a wise teacher, and...a 
friend to all. Even to those whom at the time I thought 
didn't deserve that friendship. Until recently, I didn't 
understand that. I was always so concerned with the big 
picture - the long-term effects of my actions - that I didn't 
take the time or the effort to get to actually see the people I 
was protecting with my life. I didn't open myself to the 
sights around me, or to perceive what other people felt. I 
always felt Master Qui-Gon was too wrapped up in little 
details, that he ignored the larger things around him. Now I 
understand that he didn't. That he paid them both equal 
care and attention. And that, with his last words to me, he 
wanted me to do the same. I shall dedicate my life to 
following that final lesson. And though his spirit is about to 
be released from this body on the bier before me, I shall 
carry a little part of that spirit within my own. And in that 
way, Qui-Gon Jinn shall live on. (beat) Master Windu, the 
torches? 

Sound: A pair of torches are lit. 

MACE WINDU: Here is yours. 



OBI-WAN: With this fire, I release the spirit of my 
master from his body to become one with the energy that 
courses through the entire universe. Now he shall be with 
the Force always, as it was always with him. And through 
the Force, he shall always be with us all. 

Sound: Obi-Wan lights the body of Qui-Gon on fire, along 
with Mace. 

BOSS NASS: Gungan soldiers... solu-tae! 

Sound: A drum roll echoes through the hall, as the fire 
builds into a roaring crescendo. The choral voices rise as 
the drum roll stops. The two Jedi toss the torches into the 
blaze and rejoin their companions. 

OBI-WAN: He is one with the Force now, Anakin. You 
must let him go...just as I must. 

ANAKIN: I will miss him... 

OBI-WAN: As will I. And I will remember him always. 
But he is gone. 

ANAKIN: What will happen to me now? 

OBI-WAN: I will train you, as Qui-Gon would have. I am 
your Master now. You will become a Jedi, I promise. 

Sound: The fire is suddenly farther off, as we've moved 
elsewhere in the room. 

ANAKIN: (farther off - weVe changed perspective) I 
won't disappoint you. Obi-Wan. I promise. 

MACE WINDU: One life ends, and another begins, in 
the Jedi Order. 

YODA: Not sure of this one, do I feel. Troubled, he is. 
Wrapped in shadow. 

MACE WINDU: The Force is with him. 

YODA: Feel the Force he does, yes. But can he learn to 
control it? Can he learn to control himself? 

MACE WINDU: Obi-Wan will do a good job with him. 
Qui-Gon was right. He is ready. 



YODA: Ready to be a Jedi Knight, yes. But ready to train 
one? I believe it is too soon for him. 

MACE WINDU: A person who can defeat a Sith Lord in 
one-on-one battle is ready for anything. There is no doubt. 
The mysterious warrior was a Sith. One half of his weapon 
was salvaged.... A double-bladed lightsaber. 

YODA: Just like the one used by the Sith Lords of old. 

MACE WINDU: Obi-Wan questioned the Neimoidians 
before they were taken into custody. The one Obi-Wan killed 
was named Darth Maul. Darth is a Sith title. Short for Dark 
Lord of the Sith. 

YODA: Indeed. It is as we feared. 

MACE WINDU: They also said there was another Sith 
Lord they took orders from - a human with his face hidden 
behind a hood. His name was Darth Sidious. 

YODA: Always two there are. No more, no less. A master 
and an apprentice. 

MACE WINDU: But which was destroyed? The master... 
or the apprentice? 

Music: Ominous. Fade out along with sound. 

SCENE 12-15 INTERIOR NABOO ROYAL PALACE - 
OBI-WAN'S QUARTERS 

Sound: The chirping of birds indicates morning. In the 
background, Obi-Wan digs around for tools. 

OBI-WAN: Are you almost ready, Anakin? The parade 
will be starting soon. 

ANAKIN: Yeah, I am. I think you made this robe a little 
too loose, however. 

OBI-WAN: (closer) You'll grow into it. How do you like 
the hair? 

ANAKIN: It's okay, I guess. I'm not used to it being this 
short. 



OBI-WAN: It's standard issue for all human Padawans. 
Which reminds me - hand me that vibroblade, would you? 

ANAKIN: Here you go. 

OBI-WAN: All right. One quick snip - 

Sound: The hum of the vibroblade, and the buzz of hair 
being sheared off. 

ANAKIN: Why'd you cut off your braid? 

OBI-WAN: Because I don't need it anymore. It's only for 
Padawans, not Jedi Knights. And since it will be a while 
before you grow one of your own, I thought I'd tie this into 
your hair...if it's all right with you, of course. 

ANAKIN: Yeah. Yeah, that'd be wizard. 

OBI-WAN: Here, let me tie this... 

Sound: The ruffling of hair as Obi-Wan ties the braid to 
Anakin's hair 

OBI-WAN: I don't know what I'm going to do with my 
hairstyle - now that I don't have to have it so short. What do 
you think? 

ANAKIN: I liked the way Qui-Gon looked. With the long 
hair, and the beard... 

OBI-WAN: Me with a beard? (chuckles) I can't imagine 
how I'd look. I'll keep it in mind, though. And...there you go. 
Have a look in the mirror. What do you think? 

ANAKIN: It looks great. I could use a lasersword on my 
belt, though. 

OBI-WAN: Lightsaber, Anakin. It's called a lightsaber. 
And I'm afraid it's going to be quite a while before you have 
that. 

ANAKIN: Are you going to build one for yourself? Since 
you lost yours? 

OBI-WAN: No. I think I'll hold on to Qui-Gon's lightsaber 
for a while. While I have it, I feel like I still have him nearby 
somehow. I'm not quite ready to let him go yet. I'm afraid. 



ANAKIN: I understand. You know, I had a dream about 
him last night. 

OBI-WAN: You did? 

ANAKIN: Mm-hmm. He said how proud he was of me, 
and that now everything would be all right. It seemed so 
vivid...almost like he was really there. 

OBI-WAN: I wish I had your dreams, Anakin. 

Sound: Far away, cheers begin. 

OBI-WAN: We'd better hurry. It'd be a shame if the 
guests of honor were late to their own parade! 

SCENE 12-16 EXTERIOR TREED - CENTRAL PLAZA - 
DAY 

Sound: The roaring cheers of the men, women and 
children of Theed. The roar of starfighters passing 
overhead. Far off, but growing louder, the beating of drums. 

AMIDALA: Obi-Wan! Anakin! Over here! 

OBI-WAN: Hello again, your Highness. I hope we 
haven't missed anything. 

AMIDALA: The Gungans will be arriving in a couple of 
minutes. Boss Nass was overjoyed when he was told he 
would be receiving the Globe of Peace. 

OBI-WAN: From the legend you mentioned earlier! 

AMIDALA: Yes. Centuries ago, the Gungans gave it to us 
as a peace offering. I thought the perfect way to celebrate 
our new pact would be to return it. Anakin, I must say you 
sport quite a dashing figure in your new clothes and 
haircut. 

ANAKIN: Thanks, Padme. The hair will take some 
getting used to, but I like the clothes. And speaking of 
clothes, Padme...you...you look just like... 

AMIDALA: An angel? I know. Why do you think I chose it 
to wear? 



ANAKIN: Oh, Padme...I want to always remember you 
like this. 

AMIDALA: I look forward to the day I see you as a Jedi 
Knight. Wielding a lightsaber and bringing hope and 
freedom to all worlds, as you did this one. 

ANAKIN: Speaking of which... Obi-Wan? 

OBI-WAN: I think you should call me "Master" from now 
on, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: Okay, Master...when do I get a lightsaber? 

OBI-WAN: (laughs) Patience, Anakin. When I feel you're 
ready. Til show you how to build your own. Governor Bibble, 
Pm glad you're still here to celebrate with us. 

BIBBLE: For a while, when I heard the sounds of 
fighting outside the camp, I feared I would be killed just 
before I could be released. Those droids were shut down 
just in time. 

AMIDALA: And your family? 

BIBBLE: All safe and sound. 

AMIDALA: That's wonderful. 

ARTOO: BEEPS FOR ATTENTION. 

AMIDALA: Artoo! I'm glad you could make it. 

PALPATINE: A droid at a celebration? That doesn't 
make sense. 

AMIDALA: This droid deserves to be up here as much 
as us. Chancellor. Were it not for little Artoo here, we 
wouldn't have escaped to Tatooine... 

ANAKIN: ...and I wouldn't have been able to fight up in 
space. 

AMIDALA: Of course. I think I can find room for Artoo 
and Jar-Jar both on my staff. 

OBI-WAN: So, what will become of you... and Jar-Jar? 

AMIDALA: Jar-Jar has agreed to become my advisor, 
and ambassador to the Gungans. With any luck. I'll be able 



to help him overcome that clumsiness of his. 

OBI-WAN: So, Jar-Jar has indeed found a place to 
belong. And what of you? 

AMIDALA: My first priority is to rebuild Naboo. Also, 
Boss Nass has asked me to help establish a Gungan colony 
on our outer moon of Ohma-Dun. I may ask you to stay a 
while longer and help with that. 

OBI-WAN: rd be honored, your Highness. 

AMIDALA: After that, I want to build up Naboo's 
military. I never want us to be defenseless again. 

OBI-WAN: Understandable. 

AMIDALA: Here on Naboo, a king or queen can only 
rule for two four-year terms. Once I step down from office, 
be it in four or eight years. Til probably run for Senator. 

PALPATINE: Indeed? 

ANAKIN: Oh? Why? 

AMIDALA: What I saw on Coruscant was horrible. The 
Senate is extremely corrupt, almost too corrupt to govern. 
Also, Naboo will need a new Senator to replace Palpatine. 
Tm hoping perhaps I can do some good there. To bring 
back justice and fairness, and help to repair the damage the 
Trade Federation caused there. 

OBI-WAN: I have no doubt you will. 

PALPATINE: I would certainly be pleased to welcome 
you back to the Senate chamber. 

Sound: The roar of the crowd becomes louder A 
marching tune begins, with children singing along. 

ANAKIN: Look! There are the Gungans! 

OBI-WAN: Boss Nass looks almost small, compared to 
that kaadu he's riding on. 

ANAKIN: Jar-Jar looks like he can barely fit on his! 

OBI-WAN AND ANAKIN: LAUGH. 

JAR-JAR: (far off) Hello! Hello-dalee!! 



AMIDALA: Hello, Jar-Jar! 

ANAKIN: Hi, Jar-Jar! 

AMIDALA: Governor, do you have the Globe of Peace 
ready? 

BIBBLE: I have it right here in my hands, your 
Highness. 

Sound: A quivering hum from the Globe as Bibble holds 
it. 

BIBBLE: Strange, how it feels in my hands. Tve never 
seen it glow so brightly before. It seems almost alive... 

YODA: It is. All energy is alive, and part of the Force. 
Happy the globe is, to be part of this celebration. 

OBI-WAN: Master Yoda. I almost forgot you were back 
there. 

MACE WINDU: We Council members played only a 
small part in this, Obi-Wan. We're content to be part of the 
background. You deserve to stand up front, you and Anakin 
both. 

ANAKIN: It's almost overwhelming...all of this is for us? 

OBI-WAN: Yes, it is. It's the beginning of a new life for 
you, Anakin. 

ANAKIN: (sigh) I guess so. 

OBI-WAN: I wonder what Qui-Gon would have made of 
this celebration. I know he would have been proud to see 
you a part of it. 

ANAKIN: You think so? 

OBI-WAN: I do. Your mother would be proud of you as 
well. 

ANAKIN: I wish she were here with us. 

OBI-WAN: You will see her again, Anakin. But when you 
do, it will be as a man...and as a Jedi Knight. 

ARTOO: WHISTLES. 



AMIDALA: You're being rather quiet. Chancellor 
Palpatine. This celebration was your idea. 

PALPATINE: I know. I just...want to soak up every 
moment of this parade. I want to remember every one of 
you like you are now. Don't mind me, your Highness. This 
day is yours. Enjoy it while it lasts. You never know what 
tomorrow will bring... 

Sound: The hoofbeats of the kaadu rumble up close, 
then stop. 

BOSS NASS: Yousa dere, hep mesa down! Hurry up 
dere, Binks! 

JAR-JAR: Coming, Your Honor...whoa, whoa...yahh... 
whew. Mesa nearly fall. Tank you for staying still, kaadu. 

KAADU: SNORTS. 

CAPT. TARPALS: If yousa fell in front of all dese 
peoples, mesa woulda busted your head, Jar-Jar. 

BOSS NASS: Tarpals... dat no way to be speaking to a 
hero like Jar-Jar here. Hisen great hero of da droid battle. 
Yousa talk wit respect. 

CAPT. TARPALS: Him? Hero? But mesa did (all de 
work)... but... aw, fergit it. 

JAR-JAR: Come on, Cap'n Tarpals. Wesa going up da 
steps to see da Queen now. 

CAPT. TARPALS: All right, mesa comen, mesa comen. 

Sound: Three sets of footsteps going up stairs. They 
come up close, then stop. 

AMIDALA: Boss Nass. Jar-Jar Binks. Captain Tarpals. 
Thank you for coming to this ceremony. We are honored by 
your presence. 

BOSS NASS: Mesa could get used to dis. (laughs) 

AMIDALA: The Globe, Governor. Boss Nass, centuries 
ago, your people and mine fought. We were equally brave 
and fierce, but neither side could achieve a victory. A peace 



was forged. Your ancestors gave us this globe as a pact of 
mutual respect and trust. Today, we have again come 
together in battle...not against each other, but together as 
one. Together, we were stronger than the droids of the 
Trade Federation. Together, we could only be stronger still. 
Please, accept the return of this globe as a token of our 
eternal friendship and loyalty to each other. 

Sound: The Globe hums louder as Boss Nass takes it 

BOSS NASS: Mesa am proud to accept da globe. Your 
Highness. May it stand for what it always stood for, between 
da Naboo and da Gungans, for as long as both live - 
PEACE!!! 

Sound: The cheers become deafening. 

JAR-JAR: YAHOO!! 

CAPT. TARPALS: HURRAH!! 

AMIDALA: Anakin, I want you to know...if we never see 
each other again...I was proud to have stood alongside you 
on this day. 

ANAKIN: Til see you again. I guarantee it. 

AMIDALA: (laughs) I have no doubt that you will. Our 
fates are bound together, Anakin. That I know. 

ARTOO: BEEPS. 

AMIDALA: If you're saying "Tm glad it's over," Artoo, I 
couldn't agree more. I've gone to war and won, but this I 
value above all...peace. 

OBI-WAN: Peace is what we strive for. And I hope you 
will never have to do battle again. But I'm not sure how 
completely we can choose our fates. 

ANAKIN: We've done all right so far. And I can't wait to 
see what will happen next... 

Music: Marching Theme builds to a crescendo, which 
leads into End Theme Titles up and over closing credits. 

ANNOUNCER: CLOSING CREDITS. 



After closing credits (over "Duel of the Fates" and 
"Anakin's Theme"): 

ANNOUNCER: If you wish to learn more about the 
events leading up to The Phantom Menace, look for the 
following Star Wars comic books at your local bookstore or 
comic book store: 

Jedi Council: Acts of War, by Randy Stradley 

And Darth Maul, by Ron Marz. Both published by Dark 
Horse Comics. 

As well as the novels: 

Darth Maul: Shadow Hunter by Michael Reaves, 

And Cloak of Deception by James Luceno. Both available 
wherever Del Rey Books are sold. 

For Star Wars adventure you can participate in, look for 
the following video games at your local software store or 
department store: 

Episode I: Battle for Naboo, for Nintendo 64 and PC- 
CDROM; 

Episode I: Starhghter, for Sony Playstation 2 and PC- 
CDROM; 

Galactic Battlegrounds for PC-CDROM, and; 

Episode I: Obi-Wan, for the Microsoft X-Box. All titles 
published by Lucasarts Entertainment Company. 
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